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DEAR MADAM, 


EDICATIONS paſs, in general, for 
mere flatteries ;—1, therefore, did not in- 
tend any : but, now I am come to the moment 
of publication, my heart tells me fo irreſiſtibly 


to offer my work to you, that I muſt obey its 


dictates ; for not only through your means it is, 
that this Tragedy is now before the public; 
but, having procur'd me the intimacy of your 
brother, you enabled me to profit by his very re- 
fined taſte, and perfect knowledge of the drama. 
Would there were ſome language ſacred to ſin- 
cerity, in which I might expreſs, without a ſuſpi- 
cion of compliment, the true ſenſe I have of 
your perfections but there is none. Thus 
much, however, I muſt ſay, —your talents were 
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iv DEDICATION. 


in my view, while I compoſed the poem, which 
J here lay before my country; to draw a cha- 
rater worthy of you was my ambition; and, if 
I have ſucceeded, I am fully ſatisfied, 


1 —— — 


I have only to add the wiſh, that, united in 


future fame, as in preſent friendſhip, my name 
may deſcend with yours to poſterity. 


I have the honour to be, 


DEAR MADAM, 


Your moſt obedient ſervant, 


BERTIE GREATHEED. 
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Written by the Rev. Mr. WILLIAMS, 
Spoken by Ma. WROUGHTON, 


UR ears, accuftom'd late to Grecian lyre, 
To Spartan virtue, and to patriot fire, 
Some change of inſtrument may now approve 
New modulations may new paſſions move: 
And here's u flranger, now behind the ſcene, 
Fho plays upon the Spaniſh mandolin : 
A Spaniſh tale he ſings, of gothic ages, 
Such as you'd hunt for in black letter pages. 
He's yuite prepar d. — Mell, ſhall I call him in? 
Shall he ſtrite up ?— But hold — ere we begin, 
Tig fit, ſo will our cuſtom and his fears, 
That I beſpeak kind hearts, and patient ears. 
You, ladies, firſt, whoſe eyes ſo oft &erfloru 
With pity's tribute to another's woe 
Once more in tears, like thoſe which angels weep, 
Our author hopes theſe lovely cheeks to ſitep. 
Maſt grave and potent critics by profeſſion, 
Ii ho claim Parnaſſus for your own paſſeſſion ; 
I ho, lords o th* manor, holding here your ccurt, 
Grant, or refuſe, your licences to ſport ; 
MAoſt ſapient doctors of th* Athenian ſchoal, 
o laugh by precedent, and weep by rule; 
Elaſtic youths, well-g:rth'd above the hips, 
IA ho hear the fad words iſſuing ſrom our lips, 
IV ith eyes devoutly lift te the ſlips ; 
+ Oh, 
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iv PROLOGUE. 
Oh, you that croud above, around, beneath, 
To pick a quarrel, or to pick—your teeth ; 
Oh, you, who hither comt, if any come, 
To pick up ſomething worth your taking home; 
Give ear I- hit I with ſolemn truth impart 
What much concerns your judgment, and our art, 
Poe found, —ana where I found it there may yen. 
A law to judge by, ſimple, plain, and true. 
In Nature's ancient code chapter, The Heart, — 
Of ſection, Sympathy—the former part 
*Tis written thus“ All you who ſeck the flage, 
« Your minds to model, or your cares aſſuage, 
& Stare not around with imitative gaze, 
« To catch the cenſure, or to mack the praiſe ; 
« If you're diſpleas'd, firft aſt yourſelves this queſtion— 
« Am I quite free from ſpleen and indiggſtion? 
« If chance you're pleas'd, then lift not up your head, 
« To think—if Sophocles wwou'd thus have ſaid. 
cc Shall Sophocles, or any other Soph, 
« Shall ſage Longinus, bid you cry, Off, off ? 
« Truft your own hearts; to their free pulſe appeal; 
« Claim liberty in ſenſe, and dare to feel, 
Let who will cenſure, or let who will write, 
« Nature and Novelty muſt ſtill delight ; 
&« Throughout the drama, then, be this your cue; — 
« If mav'd, tis nature; if ſurpriz'd, tis new, 
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Perſons repreſented. 


MANUEL, the Recent, Mr. K EMBL E. 
ANS ALD O, Mr. BARRVY MORE. 


CARLOS, Maſter GREG SON. 
GOMEZ, Mr. WROUGHTON, 
SOLERNO, Mr. AICKIN. 
GERBIN, Mr. PACKER. 
DIEGO, Mr. BATES. 
PEDRO, Mr. BENSON. 
SERVANT, Mr. WILSON. 


BANDITTI, Mr. PHILIMORE. 
Mr. CHAPLIN. 


DIANORA, Mrs. SIDDONS. 
PAULA, Mrs. WARD. 


Gentlemen, Ladies, Soldiers, Attendants. 


SCENE. A4 Cali in the Province of Catalmin, 


in Spain. 
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A 2 ＋ 4. 
C 
A Platform before the Caſtle Gates, 


Enter GerBin and DiEco. 


GERBIN. 
Y, Diego, Diego! 'twas time thou ſhould return: 
if the miſbelieving dogs of Murcia had kept thee 
another year, thou wouldſt have ſeen me no more; the 
Penitents will ſoon carry old Gerbin to his grave. 


Ditco. 
What makes you fo melancholy, father! What's Ge 
matter? You look well. 


GERBIN. 

I don't look well. Ay, I've ſeen the day, when not a 
man in Spain was better at the Caſtanets than I. But 
how ſhould I be gay, when I've not a flecce but would 
ſhame me at the worſt fair, here, in Catalonia Thou 


knoweſt, I had as fine a flock as any in Old Caſtile. 
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Dizsco. 

How happens that? What, have you had bad luck ? 
GERBIN. 

Ruin'd, why, look you, ruin'd, ev'ry man of us, 

ſince the loſs of our duke. Ah! good Anſaldo! 

there are no more like him to be found. 


Dit Go. 
Ay !—how came that to paſs ? I never heard— 


GERBIN, 

Doſt not know that? I thought it was the even- 
ing tale of ev'ry houſewife in the land. Well, I'll tell 
thee. Some three years ago, poor man ! he went with 
his ſon, our young Prince Carlos, to viſit his uncle, 
leaving this Manuel Regent in his room. 


Dizt6Go. 
Manuel? Who's he? 


/ 


GERBIN. | 

His father's name, I think, was Gradenze; a grandee 

in the court of. what's his name ?—the king of Ar- 
ragon ; he that took Valentia from the Moors, 


DiEGo, 

Giacomo ? 

GER BIN. 

The ſame, the ſame. In ſome civil broil Gradenze 
loſt his head; and ſo would Manuel, if he had not got 
away. 

ä Dit 60, 

He's then a baniſh'd man ? 


GER BIN, 
Baniſh'd ! ay, I warrant: he came here as bare as 
theſe palms ; but our lord, who was as good a lord as ever 
lid, —St. Laurence reſt his ſoul !—made him partake 


of 


A TRAGEDY. 3 


of all he had, only becauſe he had known kim in forme 


war. 
DrE co. 


Done like a ſoldier. 


GERBIN, 
So, I ſay, the duke ſet off for Leon with our young 
prince, 


DitGco. 
And he never came back ? 
GERBIN. 


No—no, never never came again! He left us, as you 
may ſay, like the old year, never to return, There he 
went I could well nigh ſwear I ſee him now, and a 
hedge of ſubjects on each ſide— there he rode, on a 
palfrey of my own breed, and ſmil'd, and nodded, as he 
went; ſo, when he came to me, I ſaid, Heaven preſerve 
<« your grace!” —to which quoth he, © Farewel, old Ger- 
« bin!” - Yes, he ſpoke to me: O lack! O lack! I little 
thought never to hear, nor ſee, him any more, «< Fare. 
« wel,” he ſaid, old Gerbin!“ 

DIEGO. 

Come, father, don't cry ſo. How fares it with your 
neighbour Baptiſta? 

GERBIN. 

No, no, I like to talk about him. I knew that evil 
would befal; for—hark'ee, Diego—the very night he 
went, I dreamt a dream: and, ſure enough, the king of 
Arragon ſeized him, as he paſs'd his eftates, and vowed 
it ſhould coft him his life, if he did not give up Manuel: 
but he would not. 

Dre G0. 
There's noble! There's the point of honour for you! 


B 2 GERBIN, 


4 ER REGENTES 
| GERBIN. | | 

In fine, he got his liberty ; and, about a twelvemonth 
ago, left Alphonſo, to return—then was the whole coun- 
try full of rejoicings—but it was ordered otherwiſe— 
ſweet ſoul !—it was ordered otherwiſe—te was murdered. 
Oh, what a ſad untimely end! Why didn't I die then? 
Sinner that Jam! It had been better to have died, than 


ſee - this miſerable old age, O, well-a-day, that I 
ſhould live to this! 


Dit 60. 
Cheerly, good father. See, the princeſs is coming. 
Here, take my arm, Let's go home, and comfort us. 
So, ſo. . 8 
GERBIN. 
“Fare wel,“ quoth he, “ farewel !“ — 
| [ Excunt, 


Enter DIANORA and PAULA, 


FAVULA. 
Fair Dianora, yield not thus to grief. 
Though all around thee ſeems anew to ſmile, 
And ev'ry grove ſhakes off its ſnowy veil, 
The wintry hand of woe ſtill gripes thy heart: 
Why ſhouldſt not thou, like nature, ceaſe to mourn ? 


, DiANORA, 
Becauſe the day-ſtar of my peace is gone, 
Quench'd in the oceans of unbounded night: 
Cure me of thought, then hope to caſe my pain; 
Blot memory ; for there, enthron'd on grief, 


Anſaldo fits ſublime in endleſs empire. 


Ah me! not even death can bear me to him; 
His ſoul amidſt the many-manſion'd bliſs 
Has fix d its ſeat, where I may never climb, 


PAUL As : 


A TRAGEDY. 24 


PAUL A, 
Diſpel ſuch thoughts, and reft your mind on Carlos. 
The prince returns: does that afford no comfort? 


DIAN ORA. 
Comfort! O joy! It joys my very heart. 
If peace and I may meet, *tis that unites us, 
Manuel is good, he ſeeks to ſoothe my ſorrows, 
And therefore counſels what he knows will cheer. 
Carlos, indeed, is happy to poſſeſs 
A ſecond father in his father's friend, 
But ſee your huſband. | 


Enter SoLERNO. f 


Welcome, good Solerno: 
Come you from Manuel? 


SOoLERNO. 
Even now T left him, 
Seeking his brother Gomez in all haſte, 


DIAN ORA. 
*Tis kind. He was the perſon of our choice 
Hither from Leon to attend the prince. 
SOLERNO 
Bring home the prince? Now Heav'n forbid he ſhould! 
DIANORA. 
Wherefore, I pray, theſe marks of perturbation ? 
Becomes it thee to ſadden at my bliſs ? 
| SOLERNO,. 
Doubt not my faith, nor doubt my ſteady zeal, 
Think you that I, grown white within theſe walks, 
Can ceaſe to love the offspring of my lord? 
No, no; I look on Carlos as a fon, 


DIANORA. 
Why ſhould he not return to bleſs me ? 


PAULA, 
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PAULA. 
Say. 
SOLERNO. 
Becauſe his youth denies him yet to govern. 
You know me, gracious miſtreſs, frank and plain 
Juſtice my cauſe, I mind not to offend. _ 
My lord would fay, © Thou art fo blunt, Solerno, 
« That half I fear thee.” Thus he ſpake in jeſt, 
But he forgave me; for he found me true. 
Hither to ſend for Carlos is not well. 


DIANORA. 
You fear his ſubject's love, and mother's fondneſs : 
But, is the cheriſh'd ſtag of our demeſne 
Leſs royal, or leſs generous in his nature, 
Lifts he his antlers leſs aloft in air, 
Than his wild brother of Morena's ſhades, 
Who never knew the foſt'ring hand of man? — 
And will not Manuel form my boy to greatneſs ? 


DOLERNO. 
Manuel is young; truſt not too much in Manuel: 
He may be venom'd, as the painted ſnake, 
Which hides deep poiſon under gilded ſcales — 
Ml would he rule the duke, who loves the dukedom, 


DIAN ORA. ; 
Who loves the dukedom !— 


DOLERNO. 
Lady, *twas my word. 


DIANORA. 


_ Salerno, he, you ſpeak of, is the friend 


My lord held dear, the partner of his boſom. 


SOLERNO, 
Therefore my ſoul abhors him. 


2 | DIANOR A, 


A TRAGEDY. 5 


DIANORA. 
Peace, old man. 
PAULA. 

What is it, dear my huſband, ſo diſturbs you? 
DiANORA. 

Say why thine aged limbs are ſhaken thus 

With paſſion, unbefitting thoſe white hairs ? 
SOLERNO. 

O Dianora ! ſtrongly I ſuſpeR, 

But for this cheriſh'd man, this friend, this fugitive, 

We ſhould not now deplore the beſt of princes. 


DiANORA. 
Speak, I command thee. 


DOLERNO. 

| He's a villain certain; 
Endures not ſolitude ; is ever reſtleſs : 
Nay, even *mid the revelry of waſlail, 
Sometimes black melancholy ſeizes on him, 
And then ftares he into the vacant air, 
Glaring around with epilepſied eye; 
After awhile, as rouſing from a dream, 
Though no one ſpake, he cries, © Forgive me, Sir; 
« I mark'd you not—Now let's be merry, friends.“ 
And thus he ſtrives to quell his troublous thoughts, 
Which, ever and anon up boiling, plague him. 


DIANORA. 
Is this the cauſe, then, and is this the ground, 
Whereon thoſe black, and murd*rous, doubts are built ? 
Learn, ancient Sir, though late, a noble mind, 
Like the great ſea, ſwells at each tranſient touch 
Of Heaven's breath, and, as it freer rolls, 
The more diſplays its depth, and power, and grandeur, 

_ Slander 
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8 THE REGEN T: 
Slander becomes not age; and accuſation, 
Unleſs well founded, ſavours much of malice, 

1 SOLERNO. 

Liſt ; nor repay my honeſty with frowns.— 

Thou know'ſt the armour of my poor loſt lord, 


PAULA. 
Mi That, brown with gore, through which the Mooriſh ſpear 
3 Vet ſtands infix'd. 
| SOLERNO. 


The ſame: *neath Murcia's walls, 
Saving the Regent's life, he took that wound, 


DIAN ORA. 


I know it well. 
SOLERNO. 
5 Conceal'd the trophy lay, 
1! | To ſpare thy breaſt a pang but late I order'd, 
It ſhould be plac'd with the other warlike ſpoils, 
| | That grace the gallery. 
| DIANORA. 
i} ö Well, what enſued ? 
l 'SOLERNO. 
One ſtormy evening, which expir'd in tears, 
| I ſaw Don Manuel pacing to and fro, 
| There, where Anſaldo's iron effigy 
| Gleams mid the chivalry of anceſtors, 
| The rattling caſements ſtream'd with heavy drops, 
q | And hollow blaſts, hurtling through peaked vaults, 
; Rebellow'd down the gloomy paſſages, 


| Making the doors to groan of this old manſion, 

In haſte he went, and ſeem'd to be diſturb'd, 

N More than the elements diſquiet ſeem'd. . 
| While I, unſeen, ſtood watching his demeanour, 

His eyes upon the vacant ſtatue fell ; 


Appal'd 


A'TKAGEDY. 9 
Appal'd he ſtarted back, with either hand 

Shielding his face, as though a ghoſt had croſs'd him: 
Then on the figure gaz'd, with folded arms, 

And forehead all convuls'd, and quiv'ring lip. 

Long having ſtood abſorb'd in thought profound, 

He ſmote his brow, and earneſtly exclaim'd, - 

4 O] deed accurſt - would it had ne'er been done!“ 
More words, perchance, had burſt from his dark mind, 
But, hearing ſomewhat ſtir, he pry'd around, 

And, much alarm'd, ſlunk back to his apartment. 


| DIANORA. 

And, ſhovld not I have ſmitten too my brow ? 

And, ſhould not I have curs'd the bloody deed, 

As well as he ? Solerno, thou doſt warp 

To fouleſt form the tokens of pure friendſhip ; 

And, but I ſtill have honour'd thee, and do 

Revere thine age, I ſhould not calmly hear 

So true a knight, ſo brave a gentleman, 

Unworthily and baſely ſtigmatiz'd. 

I pray no more of it.— The Regent comes. 
[Exeunt SOLERNO and PAULA, 


Enter MANUEL. 
MANUEL. 

All health attend my princeſs ! 

DTAN ORA. 

Thanks, my lord; 
You are right welcome: I have overſtaid 
My wonted hour, that to your hands I might 
Commit the promis'd letter, Here it is; 
And think, O! think, the anſwer is my child; 
Conſider, Sir, th' impatience of a mother 
For a loſt ſon admits not of delay, | 
C MANUEL, 
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MANUEL, 
Within an hour my brother ſhall depart. | 


DAN ORA. 
Gomez will watch my boy with tenderneſs ? 


MANUEL. 
Not more the feather'd tribe their callow young. 


Enter SERVANT. 


SERVANT. 
Gemez attends you preſently. 


DITIAN ORA. 
| Farewel ; 
And may all ſpeed, and Heav'n's ſpecial favour, 
Proſper our embaſſy with faireſt fortune — 
[Exit DiAxoRA, 
MANUEL. 
Is this the happineſs fo dearly bought, 
Purchas'd by murder, ratify'd in gore ? 
Anſaldo's form by night, by day, purſues me; 
His ſingle name rings dreadful in mine ear, 
Knots all my fleſh, and briſtles ev'ry hair— 
»Tis beyond bearing—oh !—Hence, conſcience, hence 
My crime is paſt—and, if there ſhall be judgment, 
Will damn me certain ;—then, be this my heav'n,— 
But who, lynx-ey'd, has peer'd beyond the grave, 
And view'd that phcenix Immortality? 
No- all may crumble in ſepulchral night; 
And then have I the better of the game. 
Doſt thou exiſt, or, is thy being null, 
Thou, whom I ſent to learn thoſe myſteries? 
If thou art bleſſed, T ſhall be a demon; 
Therefore I hope thine eſſence is no more. 
Soft, ſoft—my brother comes 


1 Enter 


A TRAGEDY. Is 
Enter Gomez. 
Gomez, my friend, — 
Gomez. 
What wouldſt thou with me? ſay. 
MANUEL. 


The woes, we've brought upon this ancient houſe, 
Weigh heavy on me, bear me down with ſadneſs. 


GomEz. 
Ah ! there thou ſtrik'ſt a poignard to my heart. 
Deep-vexing tempeſts have I often ſeen, 
Full oft the brine has waſh'd my ſleep away, 
And bruſh'd my pinnace againſt beaked rocks; 
But billows now of wild renjorſe aſſail me, 


Compar'd to which, the raging ſea is calm. 
My love for thee is author of this ill, 


MANUEL. LAGS 
It much repents me too that you have lain him; 
Yet, there was cauſe ; *twas treacherous to Petry me: 
But good for evil is the meet return. 
Yes, I have ſinn'd, and much I do repent me. 
GOM EZ. 
Then how much more have I, who, tiger like, 
Grinn'd o'er my prey, and ſnuff'd his reeking corſe? 
No cauſe had I; he never did me wrong. 
What plea is mine for mercy ? what pretext? 
MANUEL 
Eaſe we the ſorrows of the lady widow'd; 
buy us replace the huſband we deſtroy'd. 


GoMEz. 


That were indeed a joy. 
ManvuEL. 
Ha! were it not? 


C 2 Fair 
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Fair Dianora thinks but on her. ſon, 
And, while he ſojourns at the court of Leon, £ 
His abſence wears upon her ſhatter'd ſpirits, 
But as the crocus opes its ſaffron veil, 
To catch at morn the cloud-diſſalying ray, 
And ſtain with deeper gold its paly brow ; 
So would her heart expand on ſight of Carlos, 
And repoſſeſs the father in the child. 
GOMEZ. 
Can he not be recall d? 

M ANUEL, 

It is agreed. 

The lady has complied with my requeſt, 
And wiſhes you to ſeek, and hither guard him, | 
Thinking the prince moſt ſafe in your protection. 


GOMEZ, 
With me ? deluded woman! ſafe with me? 


Ab! there you jar my nerve of quickeſt ſenſe, 


And tear my brain, as lightning reads the cloud, 
But thou ſay'ſt true; yes, injur'd Dianora, a 
He ſhall be ſafe; by his great wrongs, I ſwear it; 
While life remains, dear as that lite, Pl guard li 
Such paltry retribution Rill 3 is mine, | 
MANUEL 
Tis nobly ſaid, and cancels each miſdeed. 
For better is the Nile-impregnate ſoil, 
Whoſe copious juices with redundance bend 
The harveſt down, though ſome rank weeds it Wenne 
Than the dead waſte, that borders it around, 
Which neither aliment, nor poiſon, bears: 
And he, who through exceſs of virtue errs, 
Alike tranſcends the wretch of apathy, 
Whoſe only blazon is the lack of crimes, 


© 


3.29, 


Hence 
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Hence with the enmity we bore this houſe! 
Its ſhort-lived reign ſhall end in laſting friendſhip. 


GOMEZ, 
Give me 05 hand; thou fill'ſt me with new pleaſures. 
When is the time you wiſh I ſhould _— 
MANUEL. 
Now, even now; and bear with thee this letter . 
It is from Dianora to Alphonſo; 
Delivering it, thou ſhalt receive his nephew. 


GOM EZ. 

Farewel] it ſhall be done, 12 

a MANUEL 

9 Gomez, a word. 

Say not, I counſel'd this no, ſay not ſo— 
But rather, I oppos'd it ;—doſt thou mark me? 
The fapient king loves Carlos, and may think, 
Why meddles Manuel in theſe affairs? 
This would diſpleaſe me; mention not my name. 


GOMEZ, 
It ſhall be ſo, [ Exit GOMEZ, 
MANUEL. | 
Repentant, ſhallow mortal! 


Now ſhall I clutch him, and attain the goal. 
Yet, wou'd the boy had periſh'd with his fire! 
So, that one ſtroke had done the buſineſs clean, 
Which, ſplinter'd thus, lies feſt'ring in my brain,” 
Protect him wilt thou?—bring him hither firſt, 
What will be wanting to my great deſires, 
When I have ſent this ſtripling to his fathers F< 
For then, I'll wed the beauteous Dianora, 
And reign the ſov'reign of theſe fair domains. 
Beware, weak man !—thy penitence may hurt thee, 
Well, glad I am this nolſome farce is o'er; 

| For, 
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For, tho? I do deſpiſe his leaden ſoul, 

My reaſon owns his words and actions noble. 
But—who can tell?—he may be villain yet 
Or, eaſy tis to ſigh and tell the beads, 
When our repentance needs no ſacrifice . 
When all's complete, I too will be a faint, 
Soft, ſoft —theſe are but words—'twill be too late 
Stop now, or never —Nevyer be it then 

Now that the worſt is paſt, and all my own? 

No; that, indeed, were beggarly and baſe— 

The fartheſt aim of man is happineſs, © - —— 
Which ſome chooſe here, while ſome paſt death await it: 
I'm for the firſt; let Gomez ſeek the other. 


[Exit. 


End of the FIRST ACT. 


* . t : 


A TRAGEDY. 


ü K u 2 1 
A iod, and a diſtant View of the Caflle. 


Enter ANSALDO. 


ANSALD0O. 


AIL, native ſoil ! hail, venerable trunks, 
And ye, regretted, yeather-beaten, tow'rs! 
| Each hill , nay, ev'ry coppice, ev'ry ſtream, 
Preſents ſome ſcene of recollected joy, 

And overwhelms my ſoul with ecſtaſy. 

What now ſhou'd keep me from my lov'd one's arms! 
Ah! were I ſure that they would claſp me round 
With all the fervency of former paſſion, 

How paſt all utterance were this day's delight ! 
But, oh ! unnumber'd viſionary fears, 

With treble clamours, bay my anxious mind, 
Now that I touch upon the wiſh'd-for hour. 
Should Dianora look with coldneſs on me— 
Woman is frail, and rumours are abroad 

If they be true, *twere better I had died, 

I burn to be inform'd, yet fear to aſk, 

And my heart vibrates high in dread of evil. 
See — this way comes an aged cottager. 

I know him now. My honeſt, ſimple, Gerbin— 
As a far-travell'd ſtranger I'll accoſt him. 


Enter GERBIN, 


GERBIN. 
Good den, My humble ſervice to you, RE 
ANs AL Do. 
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— 


ANS AL PDO. 


A word or two, old man. Inform me, pray thee, 


Whether that caſtle be not Duke Anſaldo's. 


GERBIN. 

Ah! Sir, it did belong to him, and I would it did till; 
but it pleas'd Heaven to take him; ſo God's will be 
done. We muſt be patient; for, as they ſay, he who 
fpits againſt Heaven, it falls in his face. A brave 
Prince he was, and will never be forgotten within 
a hundred leagues of Tortoſa, ſo long as the Ebro ſhall 
run by its walls. 

ANSALDO. 
Dead! But his lady, and the prince are well? 


| GERBIN. 
Our young prince is well; but as to the lady— 
ANSALDO. 
— What, what of her? 
GERBIN, 

Body of me, don't hurry me thus, I'll tell thee as faft 
as I can. She, poor ſoul ! has wept and wail'd fo, that 
it has been pitiful to ſee her. The loſs of her lord had 
well nigh laid her on the bier. | 


ANSALDO. 

Then, Dianora, but for that, were well? 

| GERBIN. 

Yes, yes, ſhe*ll come about again. Time works 
more cures than the whole college of Toledo; for—Þ'll 
tell thee what—"twixt you and me, d'ye fee, they ſay in 
the caſtle—and, if it be true, there's an end of us 

ANS AL Do. | 

What ſay they? ſpeak. 

GERBIN. 
They ſay, ſhe's to marry the Regent. 


ANSALD o. 


„ AT RAGE D F. 17 


AN SAL PDO. 
Merciful Heav'n! 
GERRBI N. 
Ay, I ſhould have liked her better, if ſhe had not for- 
gotten my dear lord ; for this fellow is more fit for the 
* than for her bed. 


ANS AL po. 

Accurſed ſtars ! Oh, wretched, hopeleſs man ! 
Report may ſlander - ſhould I ruſh to ſhame— 
No: Þ ll be ſatisfied, ere I proceed, 

Whether I'm doom'd to heaven, or to hell. 
Old Gerbin—hark ! 


GERBIN, 
Good Heayv'n! he knows my name. 


ANSALDO. 
Haſte; hither bring Solerno to me ſtrait, 


G ERBIN, 
Saint Laurence help us, and have mercy upon us ! Wi 
he was not dead, I'd ſwear to him. 


ANSALDO. 
Doſt thou not know me, friend? 


| GERBIN. | 
O, that I were at home !—methinks I'm in a trance; 
ay, all my breath is gone; my Jaſt hour is ſurely come. 


ANSALD0O. 
Thou art but frighted, Gerbin, I aſſure thee. 
GERBIN. 
You're not my lord, alive?—you're not my noble, 
dear, good, lord; alive? 


ANSALDO, . 


Come, come; I am thy lord, alive and well. 
D G& ERBIN, 
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GERBIN. 
Nay, then I'll loſe my very wits for joy: beſeech you 
pardon ; for I'm craz'd with joy. 


ANS AL Do. 
Well, haſte to do the errand that I told thee, 


GER BIN. 
O, happy day! 
ANS AL PDO. 


I hope your 


Be moderate. 
GERBIN, 
I hope your Grace will forgive me; for, by the mother 
that bore me, I know not a word of it. 


ANSALDO, 
It was to ſend Solerno to thy cottage, 
But not a word to any one but him. 


GERBIN., 
Ay, not a minute ſhall be loſt. [Exeunts 


SCENE: I. 
An Apartment in the Caſile. 


Enter DIANOR A. 


DTAN ORA. 
Why tarries he? ere this he ſhould be here. 
Yet, from the tow'r, where I have kept my watch, 
Since fainting night firſt ſicken'd at the ſun, 
Though far the winding road I can deſcry, 
All is untrodden as the Libyan ſands. 
Long on a ſpeck, through the dim air, I gaz'd, 
Thinking it ſtirr'd the duſt, and might be Carlos:. 
Twas but a hawthorn withering by the way. 
He muſt o er- paſs the death-bed of his father. 

O, ſhould 


AND r. 


O, ſhould another raven-herald come, 

And chill me into ſtone with horrid tidings !— 
Wherefore this dread ? The ſun till feebly warms, 
Nor yet hath cheer'd the ſlopes of yonder hills, 
Which ſpread long ſhadows o'er the miſty plain, 


Enter MANOEL, 
MANUEL. 
A meſſenger, yet panting with his ſpeed, 
Comes from the prince, and bids us ſoon await him. 


DTIAN ORA. 
Ay, ſays he ſo? 
Arriyes he ſoon? how ſoon? Is Carlos well? 


MAaNuUEL. 
Freſh as the mountain kid. 


CL YR OL WS 
Then Heav'n be prais'd ! 


NM AN UE L, 
Fair Dianora ſmiles, and I am happy: 
My words have chas'd the ſorrows from her brow, 
And, like propitious þirds in augur'd flight, 
As omens pleaſe, unheeded an; and vain. 


D1iANOR A. 
Kind Manuel! —comes he within an hour? 


MANUEL. 
Yes, ere the day hath journey'd half that ſpace z 
Then, be it mine to bear the torch of joy, 
Illuminated ſtill by others” hands, 
More bleſt, alas, more fortunate than I! 


Dio NORA. 
Nay, ſay not ſo; for there you greatly wrong me; 
1] owe much combnt to your gen'rous friendſhip. 


19 
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| MANUEL. 
Hence with a debt ſo beggarly as comfort ! 
"Tis but as ſnow, which cloaks the froſt-bit ſoil, 
Yet, cloaking, chills it too; a debt is yours, 
Beyond the treaſures of the earth to pay. 


DIANORA. 
What may this mean? wherefore that eager eye? 


MANUEL 
Would I had never ſeen theſe fatal walls ! 
What baleful comet blaz'd athwart that day, 
When firſt theſe portals open'd to receive me? 
Had I but ſought ſome hamlet for retreat, 
My life had roll'd in paths of ruſtic peace, 
No vain deſires had rooted in my foul, 
Nor ſhould I have imbib'd a malady 
So fierce, ſo fix'd, as death alone can cure. 


DianoRaA. 
Your phraſe is as a meteor of the fen, 
Indefinite and vague; I follow cloſe, 
Yet ſtill it flits, and leads me but to error. 
Have I caus'd this diſquiet ? Can J heal it? 
If I have err'd, or can it aught avail, 
Chide my ill conduct, or command my ſervice. 


MANUEL. 
Impoſſible. There is no cure for love. 


DAN ORA. 
Is it, then, love that rankles in your mind? 
If ſo, the bane bears its ſole antidote; 
The woman who affliéts, alone can heal 
The wound, herſelf hath made. But wherefore this 
To me, unfit to give the leaſt relief? 


Of obligations broad you urge the bond, — 


And 


* 
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And true it is, I own its utmoſt tie. 

Then deſcant on deſpair, and end with love. 

Expound this myſtery: Who mars your peace? 
MANUEL. 

She, I adore, is ſingle of her kind; 

For moulded clay ne'er took fo ſweet a form, 

Till it was ſoftened into her mild figure. 

*Tis an epitome of all the beauties, 

That to this day have grac'd Heav'n's faireſt work; 

And yet, the frame, angelic though it be, 

Is no more worth the ſoul which it enſhrines, 

Than the baſe ſhell deſerving of its pearl. 

Had I a mirror 


D1iaNnoRAa. 
Pray, pray, no more—no more of this, beſeech you. 


MANUEL. 
Be not diſpleas'd, thou lovelieſt among women. 
Accuſe not me, but Heaven, which made you perfect; 
Since, being ſo, I cannot chute but love. 
The orb of fire confumes not that bold bird, 
Who raſhly tow'rs, enamour'd of his blaze, 
But with new vigour ſtrings his waving vans 
Then, let not Dianora frown on him, 
Who dares to gaze upon her radiant virtues. 


DIianoR A. 
No more.—If unawares ſprang in your breaft 
Such hapleſs rovings of infirmity, 
Compaſlion it excites, reſentment none. 
As Duke Anfaldo's friend I can regard you, 
As my lord's friend but never more — no, never. 
Set, then, cool thought to ſhame theſe wild deſires; 
Diſpel the fainteſt glimmering of hope, 


And 
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And baniſh from your mind the vain purſuit ; 
Which, to ſucceed, would aſk as great converſion, 
A breach as flagrant in the code of nature, 


As that the nightingale ſhould loathe her gloom, 
Trill jocund notes, and carol to the ſun, 


MANUEL. 
Then, ſtretch thee, Manuel, on the ground, and die. 
Were but the heart-dear object within view, 
Though through the perſpective of lazy years, 
Contented would I chronicle the hours, 
And, each returning eve, with patient hand, 
Blot from my calendar one tedious day ; 
But the word © never,” as a rack, diſtorts me. 
— Well—'twill be over ſoon—yet, hard it is 
To meet deſtruction, where we hop'd delight. 
No matter—T have done—'tis paſt—farewel ! 
Diſdainfully ſhe turns—Ah ! ſcorn me not 
Stay, ſtay, and pity madneſs you inſpire. 
Not one kind look ?—Ingrate——Beſcech you, pardon, 
Forgive the frenzy of a love-ſtung brain, 
And, as you liſt, paſs final ſentence on me 
But, O, be merciful ! be merciful ! 

DiANORA. 

With pity I regard you, and with wonder. 
Is this Gradenze's ſon, renown'd for ſenſe, 
Who, boy-like, ſuffers paſſion to controul him, 
And tains my cheek with ſhame at his deportment ? 
But, to prevent all future ſcenes like this, 
Hear as a man, and let cool reaſon reign. — 
I am a very wretched, widow'd, woman, 
Whoſe maiden love was of too pure a dye 
For time to fade, or change : but, granting, Sir, 


A levity ſo monſtrous could be mine, 
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As that this heart ſhould own a ſecond flame; 
Sooner I'd pluck the rebel from its neſt, 

Than break the faith I vow'd my lord Anſaldo. 
No—even as he left me I'll rejoin him, 


MANUEL, 
Muſt I then periſh, Dianora, - muſt I ? 


DrianoRA, 
You know my mind immutable and fix'd ; 
Therefore, I truſt, you ope this page no more, 
But tear it from the volume of your brain 
As rank, and teeming with unworthy matter. 
If fo, I'll heed it as the filent flaſh 
On ſultry night, which ſtartles, and is gone. 
But, from this hour, the ſhadow of a hint, 
Which ſhews you foſter ſtill your mad deſire, 
Will fink you to my hatred and contempt ; 
That inſtant will I fly your ſight as odious, 
And ever after hold it in abhorrence, [Trumpets, 


Enter CARLOS, GoMEz, SOLERNoO, PAULA, 
and Attendants. 
See there; behold him. —Oh, my life, my bleſſing. 
Do J again embrace thee ? — 
Look on me. Docs my love remember me? 
CARLOS. 
O, yes ; indeed, indeed. 
D1iANoORA. 
How chang'd by three long years yet ſtill my child! 
Think you not, gentlemen, Forgive me, Sir; 
I have delay'd to thank you for theſe pains. 
| GoMEZ, 
Pains title not what has been utmoſt pleaſure, 
MANUEL. 
Welcome, our prince'; thrice welcome to this land, 
Which 
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Which will o'er-teem with joy for your return. 


CARLos. 
I do not know this perſon. 

DTIAN ORA. ; 
Your father's friend he was, is now your guardian, 
Haſte to embrace him, ſweet; confeſs his kindneſs, | 
He looks Anſaldo. Does he not, Don Manuel ? 


CARLOS. 

Manuel !— 

That was his name, for whom we were impriſon'd, 
MANUEL. 


Ves; it was I who caus'd Anſaldo's bondage; 
And thoſe ſame chains, ſo long endur'd for me, 
Bind me as faſt in endleſs gratitude 

To you, his offspring, and my honour'd liege. 


GO MEZ [Ajide.] 
Hell ! what is this? Where then was treachery ? 


DAN ORA. 
Vou ſnall be better known; but now, intreat you, 
Permit me to indulge a mother's pride, 
And ſhew my people their Anſaldo's ſon; 
| Who, led by you to glory, ſhall become 
His ſubject's darling, and the boaſt of Spain. 
il [Exeunt DianoRa, CARLos, SOLERNo, 
PAULA, and Attendants. 
3 . Gomez. 
| Brother, a word. —Full much it marvell'd me, 
| To hear Anfaldo ſuffer'd for thy ſake : 
This you ne'er told. 
MANUEL. 
Perdition on the boy ! 
Now it will out.— Well, well, what matters it? 
Gomez. 


You mark me not, 
5 MANUET. 
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. MANUEL 
My thoughts are elſewhere buſied. 
Gomez 
I fay —— 
MANUEL. 
I know thou doſt And what of that ?— 
Suppoſe he was; could we have ſet him free? 


| GOME Z. 

Hear me with patience, Sir; nor taunt me thus 
With anſwers foreign quite. Tis ſtrange, I ſay, 
That he, who thraldom for his friend endur'd, 
Should ſtrait brood treachery againſt his life. 
Unravel, then, — 

MANUEL. 
Unravel ? Doſt thou bay me ? 
Wouldſt thou infer I am a liar, flave ? 
Before the Holy Virgin now I ſwear, 
If the ſame mother had not borne us both, 
Thou ſhouldſt repent this upſtart arrogance, 


GoMEZ. 
Inſulting man! Kindred reſtrains me alſo,— 


Farewel—there's ſmell of villainy—farewel. 
[Exit GoMRZ. 


MANUEL. 
Contempt !—abhorrence Shall I tamely ſtoop 
Beneath a woman's ſcorn, and grant her pride 
To marr my ev'ry plan? No, no—['m glad of it. 
Had ſhe been kd, remorſe had check'd my arm; 
But now, it will delight me to torment her 
Together with her imp. She hates me deadly, 
And I with equal hate will ſwell as high. 
But, as the ſavage nature of the pard 


No way endamages her motley coat z 
| E Sq 
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So is it with the beauties of this proud one, 
Which, ſpite of very hell, I will enjoy, | 

If ſhe conſent to wedlock, it is well ; 

Elſe, let her look to it, and dread my vengeance !|— 
Her cub is in my power Let her look to it! 


[Exit. 
S C EVU N E III. 
Another Apartment in the Caſtle. 


Enter SOLERNO and GOMEZ. 


GoME 7. 
For a whole year? during ſo long a ſpace ? 
| SOLERNO. 
Yes, twelve moons full ; and oft was threaten'd death, 
If he agreed not to ſurrender Manuel. | 


/ 


GOMEZ. 
Heavens l what ſay you? Yet he would not? - 


SoLERNO. 


Never. 
GOM E zZ. 


From his releaſe to his moſt hapleſs end, 
Did there upriſe no feud? 
SoLERNO. 
None, certainly; 
Elſe had the will not nam'd him here Protector. 
But whence this earneſtneſs? Heard you of diſcord? 


GOM Ez. 
Yes, once; *tis long time ſince; a certain man 
is name eſcapes me - ſaid, that Duke Anſaldo 
Had purpos'd to betray the outlaw'd Manuel. 
SOLERNO, 
The fellow lied. No treachery knew he, 
But was as ſpotleſs as Navada's ſnows, 


GOME z. 


A TRAGEDY. 


Gomez 
*Tis very ſtrange! E'en now I told my brother 


That man, I mean—my brother then was with us 


SOLERNO, 
You falter, Sir ; your colour comes and goes, 


GOMEZ, 
In truth, I am not well. I then obſery'd, 
. -  $SOLERNO. 
You aid, twas even now, if I miſtake not. 
GOMEZ. 


Yes ;—ſome days paſt.— 

SOLERN0O. 

By this it ſhould appear, 

That very unknown, much-informed, man, 
Seen ſo long ſince, again, of late, you met, 
And then, anew, reſum'd your firſt diſcourſe. 
Speak plainly, Sir; entangle not your words; 
Some myſtery there is in this concern, 
Wherein, I fear, you are initiated. 


Gomez. 
No, none at all.—I am much indiſpos'd, 
And dizzineſs attacks my CY brain: 
I muſt retire, — 
Beſhrew theſe fits, which evermore beſet me 


; SOLERNO. 
»Tis plain, *tis plain. The brother's privy to it, 
But ſeems deceiv'd by the arch-villain Manuel, 
Who now hath got the prince into his power. 
But I will ſteal him hence; or, if I fail, 
Bleſſed exchange, to give this crazy frame 
For laſting honour, and the conſcious praiſe 
Of ching in a murder'd maſter's cauſe 


E 2 | Enter 


—— — — - 


[Exit Gomez, 
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For, tho' 1 40 deſpiſe his leaden foul, 

My reaſon owns his words and actions noble. — 
But—who can tell?—he may be villain yet 
Or, eaſy tis to ſigh and tell the beads, = 
When our repentance needs no ſacrifice :— 

When all's complete, I too will be a faint. 


Soft, ſoft—theſe are but words—*twill be too late— . 


Stop now, or never Never be it then—— 
Now that the wort is paſt, and all my own'? 
No; that, indeed, were beggarly and baſe— 
The fartheſt aim of man is happineſs. 


„ , 


Which ſome chooſe here, while ſome paſt death await it: 
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A TRAGEDY, 75 


KA T Hl. 
s c EN E l. 
A Wwgd, and a diſtant View of the Caflle. 


Enter ANSALDO. 


ANS AL Do. 


AI L, native ſoil ! hail, venerable trunks, 
- And ye, regretted, weather-beaten, tow'rs! 
Each hill, nay, ev'ry coppice, ev'ry ſtream, 
Preſents ſome ſcene of recollected joy, 
And overwhelms my ſoul with ecſtaſy. 
What now ſhou'd keep me from my lov'd one's arms 
Ah! were I ſure that they would claſp me round 
With all the fervency of former paſſion, 
How paſt all utterance were this day's delight ! 
But, oh ! unnumber'd viſionary fears, 
With treble clamours, bay my anxious mind, 
Now that I touch upon the wiſh'd-for hour. 
Should Dianora look with coldneſs on me— 
Woman is frail, and rumours are abroad 
If they be true, *twere better I had died, 
I burn to be inform'd, yet fear to aſk, 
And my heart vibrates high in dread of evil. 
See this way comes an aged cottager. 
I know him now. My honeſt, ſimple, Gerbin— 
As a far-travell'd ſtranger I'll accoſt him. 

. Enter GERBIN. 


G ERBIN, ; 4 | 
Good den, My humble ſervice to you, maſter. 


ANSALD®. 
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/ 


— 


ANS AI PDO. 


A word or two, old man. Inform me, pray thee, 


W that caſtle be not Duke Anſaldo's. 


GER BIN. 

Ah! Sir, it did belong to him, and I would it did ſtill; 
but it pleas'd Heaven to take him; ſo God's will be 
done. We muſt be patient; for, as they ſay, he who 
fpits againſt Heaven, it falls in his face. A brave 
Prince he was, and will never be forgotten within 
a hundred leagues of Tortoſa, ſo long as the Ebro ſhall 
run by its walls. 

ANSALDO.. 
Dead But his lady, and the prinee are well? 


GERBIN. 
Our young prince is well; but as to the lady— 
| ANSALDO, x 
— What, what of her? 
GERBIN. 

Body of me, don't hurry me thus, I'll tell thee as faſt 
as I can. She, poor ſoul ! has wept and wail'd fo, that 
it has been pitiful to ſee her. The loſs of her lord had 
well nigh laid her on the bier. 

| ANS AL po. 
Then, Dianora, but for that, were well? 
| GERBIN. 
Yes, yes, ſhe'll come about again. Time works 
more cures than the whole college of Toledo; for— III 
tell thee what twixt you and me, -d'ye ſee, they ſay in 
the caſtle—and, if it be true, there's an end of us 
ANS AL Do. 
What ay they? ſpeak. 
GERBIN. 
They ſay,ſhe's to marry the Regent. 


ANSALD®; 


A TRAGEDY. 15 


ANS AL Do. 
Merciful Heav'n! 


| GERBIN. , 
Ay, L. ſhould have liked her better, if ſhe had not for- 
gotten my dear lord ; for this fellow is more » fig for the 
gallies, than for her bed. 


ANS AL po. 

Accurſed ſtars ! Oh, wretched, hopeleſs man ! 
Report may ſlander—ſhould I ruſh to ſhame— 
No: Ill be ſatisfied, ere I proceed, : 
Whether I'm doom'd to heaven, or to hell. 
Old Gerbin—hark ! 

GERBIN, 
Good Heav'n! he knows my name. 
ANSALDO. 
r hither bring Solerno to me ſtrait, 


GERBIN, 
Saint Laurence help us, and have mercy upon us ! If 
he was not dead, I'd ſwear to him. 
ANSALDO. 
Doſt thou not know me, friend? 
GERBIN. 
O, that I were at home !—methinks I'm in a trance; 
ay, all my breath is gone; my laſt hour is ſurely come. 
ANSALD 0. 
Thou art but frighted, Gerbin, I aſſure thee, 
GERBIN. 
You're not my lord, alive? you're not my noble, 
dear, good, lord: alize? 
ANSALDO, 


Come, come; I am thy lord, alive and well. 
D CGERBIN, 
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GER BIN. | 
Nay, then I'll loſe my very wits for joy: beſeech you 
pardon ; for I'm craz'd with joy. 
ANSALDO. 
Well, haſte to do the errand that I told thee, 


GERBIN. 


I hope your O, happy day ! 


ANSALDO. 
Be moderate. | 
| | GERBIN, 
J hope your Grace will forgive me; for, by the mother 
that bore me, I know not a word of it. 
ANSAL PDO. 
It was to ſend Solerno to thy cottage.— 
But not a word to any one but him. 


GERBIN, 
Ay, not a minute ſhall be loſt. [Exeunts 


SCENE IL 
An Apartment in the Caſile. 


Enter DIAN ORA. 


DTIAN ORA. 
Why tarries he? ere this he ſhould be here. 
Yet, from the tow'r, where I have kept my watch, 
Since fainting night firſt ſicken'd at the ſun, 
Though far the winding road I can deſcry, 
All is untrodden as the Libyan ſands. 
Long on a ſpeck, through the dim air, I gaz'd, 
Thinking it ſtirr'd the duſt, and might be Carlos:. 
*T was but a hawthorn withering by the way. 
He muſt o'er-paſs the death-bed of his father. 


O, ſhould 


——ä2̃— R — —— _g 
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O, ſhould another raven-herald come, 

And chill me into ſtone with horrid tidings !— 
Wherefore this dread ? The ſun till feebly warms, 
Nor yet hath cheer'd the ſlopes of yonder hills, 
Which ſpread long ſhadows o'er the miſty plain, 


Enter MANOEL, 
MANUEL. 
A meſſenger, yet panting with his ſpeed, 
Comes from the prince, and bids us ſoon await him. 


DIANORA. 
Ay, ſays he ſo? 
Arriyes he ſoon? how ſoon? Is Carlos well ? 


 MaNnvuEL, 
Freſh as the mountain kid, 


Diaxon a. 
Then Heav' n be prais a1 


"M A NUE L, 
Fair Dianora ſmiles, and I am happy: 
My words have chas'd the ſorrows from her brow, 
And, like propitious þirds in augur'd flight, ky 
As omens pleaſe, unheeded elſe, 4 yall,” 


D1iANORA, 
Kind Manuel comes he within an hour ? ? 


MANUEL. 
Yes, ere the day hath journey'd half that ſpace ; 
"Then, be it mine to bear the torch of Joy, 
Illuminated ſtill by others“ hands, 
More bleſt, alas, more fortunate than II 


DroN ORA. 
Nay, ſay not ſo ; for there you greatly wrong mez 
1 awe much comfort to your gen'rous friendſhip. 
| D 2 MANUEL, 
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MANUEL. Lied b 
Hence with a debt ſo beggarly as comfort ! | 
Tis but as ſnow, which cloaks' the froſt-bit ſoil, - - - 


Yet; cloaking, chills it too; a debt is yours, 


Beyond the treaſures of the earth to pay. 


DIANORA.. 
What may this mean? wherefore that eager eye? 


: MANUEL 
Would J had never ſeen theſe fatal walls! 
What baleful comet blaz'd athwart that day, 
When firſt theſe portals 'open'd to receive me? 
Had I but ſought ſome hamlet for retreat, 
My life had roll'd in paths of ruſtic peace, 
No vain defires had rooted in my foul, 
Nor ſhould I have imbib'd a malady 
So fierce, ſo fix'd, as death alone can cure. 


DianoRa. 
Your phraſe is as a meteor of the fen, 
Indefinite and vague; I follow cloſe, | 
Yet ſtill it flits, and leads me but to error. 
Have I caus'd this diſquiet ? Can I heal it ? 


If I have err'd, or can it aught avail, 


Chide my ill conduct, or command my fervice. 
MANUEL. 
Impoſſible. There is no cure for love. 


DianoRa. 
Is it, then, love that rankles in your mind! ? 


If fo, the bane bears its ſole antidote ; 


The woman who afflicts, alone can heal 

The wound, herſelf hath made. But wherefore this 
To me, unfit to give the leaſt relief ? 

Of obligations broad you urge the bond, — | 
1885 | And 


A TRAGEDY. 2x 
And true it is, I own its utmoſt tie,— 
Then deſcant on deſpair, and end with love. 
Expound this myſtery: Who mars your peace? 
wi MANUEL. 
She, I adore, is ſingle of her kind; 
For moulded clay ne'er took fo ſweet a form, 
Till it was ſoftened into her mild figure. 
*Tis an epitome of all the beauties, 
That to this day have grac'd Heav'n's faireſt work ; 
And yet, the frame, angelic though it be, 
Is no more worth the ſoul which it enſhrines, 
Than the baſe ſhell deſerving of its pearl. 
Had I a mirror 


- 


DAN ORA. 

Pray, pray, no more —no more of this, beſeech you. 
MANUEL. 

Be not apples thou lovelieſt among women. 
Accuſe not me, but Heaven, which made you perfect; 
Since, being fo, I cannot chute but love. | 
The orb of fire confumes not that bold bird, 
Who raſhly tow'rs, enamour'd of his blaze, 
But with new vigour ſtrings his waving vans; 
Then, let not Dianora frown on him, 
Who dares to gaze upon her radiant virtues. 


DrianoRa. 
No more. If unawares ſprang in your breaft 
Such hapleſs rovings of infirmity, 
Compaſlion it excites, reſentment none. 
As Duke Anfaldo's friend I can regard you, 
As my lord's friend but never more—no, never. 
Set, then, cool thought to ſhame theſe wild defires ; 
Diſpel the fainteſt glimmering of hope, 


And 


As 
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A levity ſo monſtrous could be mine, 


And baniſh from your mind the vain purſuit ; 
Which, to ſucceed, would aſk as great converſion, ' 
A breach as flagrant in the code of nature, 

As that the nightingale ſhould loathe her gloom, 
Trill jocund notes, and carol to the ſun, 


MANUEL. 

Then, ſtretch thee, Manuel, on the ground, and die, 
Were but the heart-dear object within view, 
Though through the perſpective of lazy years, 
Contented would I chronicle the hours, | 
And, each returning eve, with patient hand, 
Blot from my calendar one tedious day ; 
But the word “ never,” as a rack, diſtorts me. 
——Well—'twill be over ſoon—yet, hard it is 
To meet deſtruction, where we hop'd delight. 
No matter I have done—'tis paſt—farewel ! 
Diſdainfully ſhe turns - Ahl ſcorn me not; 
Stay, ſtay, and pity madneſs, you inſpire. ' 
Not one kind look ?—Ingrate——Beſcech you, Para 
Forgive the frenzy of a love-ſtung brain, _ 
And, as you liſt, paſs final ſentence on me 
But, O, be merciful ! be merciful ! 

 DianoRaA. 
With pity I regard you, and with wonder. 
Is this Gradenze's ſon, renown'd for ſenſe, 
Who, boy-like, ſuffers paſſion to controul him, 
And ſtains my cheek with ſhame at his deportment ?. 
But, to prevent all future ſcenes like this, 
Hear as a man, and let cool reaſon reign.— 
I am a very wretched, widow'd, woman, 
Whoſe maiden love was of too pure a dye 
For time to fade, or change: but, granting, Sir, 


A3 


1 


A TRAGEDY. 


As that this heart ſhould own a ſecond flame; 
Sooner I'd pluck the rebel from its- neſt, 

Than break the faith I vow'd my lord Anſaldo. 
No even as he left me I'll rejoin him. 


MANUEL. 
Muſt I then periſh, Dianora,—muſt I ? 


DiAaNnoORA, 
You know my mind immutable and fix'd ; 
Therefore, I truſt, you ope this page no more, 
But tear it from the volume of your brain 
As rank, and teeming with unworthy matter. 
If fo, I'll heed it as the ſilent flaſh 
On ſultry night, which ſtartles, and is gone. 
But, from this hour, the ſhadow of a hint, 
Which ſhews you foſter ſtill your mad defire, 
Will fink you to my hatred and contempt ; 
That inſtant will I fly your fight as odious, 


And ever after hold it in abhorrence, [ Trumpets, 
Enter CARLOSO, GoMEz, SOLERNO, PAULA, 
f and Attendants. 
See there; behold him.— Oh, my life, my bleſſing!— 
Do J again embrace thee? 
Look on me. Does my love remember me? 
CARLOS. 


O, yes; indeed, indeed. 
D1iANORA, 
How chang'd by three long years !—yet ſtill my child. 
Think you not, gentlemen, ——Forgive me, Sir; 
T have delay'd to thank you for theſe pains. 


GOMEZ. 
Pains title not what has been utmoſt pleaſure. 
MANUEL. 


Welcome, our prince; thrice welcome to this land, 
Which 
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By, rate call aha 


CaRLos. 
I do not know this perſon. 
D1iAaNoRA. 


Your father's friend he was, is now your guardian. 
Haſte to embrace him, ſweet; confeſs his kindneſs, + 


He looks Anſaldo. Does he not, Don Manuel? 


CARLOS. 

Manuel 

That was his name, for whom we were impriſon'd, 
MAN U EI. 


Yes ; it was I who caus'd Anfaldo's bondage; 
And thoſe ſame chains, ſo long endur'd for me, 
Bind me as faſt in endleſs gratitude 

To you, his offspring, and my honour'd hege. 


GOMEZ [Aſide.] 
Hell I what is this? Where then was treachery? 
DAN ORA. 
Lou ſhall be better known; but now, intreat you, 
Permit me to indulge a mother's pride, 
And ſhew my people their Anſaldo's ſon; 
Who, led by you to glory, ſhall become 
His ſubjeR's darling, and the boaſt of Spain. 
[Exeunt DIANORA, CARLos, SOLER Ko, 
PAULA, and Attendants, 


GoMEZ. 
Brother, a word. Full much it marvell'd me, 
To hear Anſaldo ſuffer'd for thy ſake : 
This you ne'er told. 


MANUEL. 
Perdition on the boy ! 
Now it will out.— Well, well, what matters it? 
Gomsz. 


You mark me not, | 
5 MANUET. 


A TRAGEDY. =; 


. MANUEL. 
My thoughts are elſewhere buſied. 
GOMEZ, 
125 —— 
| | MAN URI. 


I know thou doſt—And what of that ?— 
Suppoſe he was; could we have ſet him free? 


; GoME 7%. 

Hear me with patience, Sir ; nor taunt me thus 
With anſwers foreign quite. Tis ſtrange, I ſay, 
"That he, who thraldom for his friend endur'd, 
Should ſtrait brood treachery againſt his life. 
Unravel, then, — 

MANUEL. 
Unravel ? Doſt thou bay me ? 
Wouldſt thou infer I am a liar, ſlave? 
Before the Holy Virgin now I ſwear, 
If the ſame mother had not borne us both, 
Thou ſhouldſt repent this upſtart arrogance, 


GOMEZ. 
Inſulting man! Kindred reſtraigs me alſo,— 
Farewel—there's ſmell of villainy—farewel. | 
[Exit GOMEZ, 


MANUEL, _ 

Contempt !—abhorrence !—Shall I tamely ſtoop 
Beneath a woman's ſcorn, and grant her pride 
To marr my ev'ry plan? No, no—]'m glad of it. 
Had ſhe been kd, remorſe had check'd my arm; 
But now, it will delight me to torment her 
Together with her imp. She hates me deadly, 
And I with equal hate will ſwell as high, 
But, as the ſavage nature of the pard 
No way endamages her motley coat; 
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So is it with the beauties of this proud one, 
Which, ſpite of very hell, I will enjoy, 
If ſhe conſent to wedlock, it is well; 
Elſe, let her look to it, and dread my vengeance |— 
Her cub is in my power—Let her look to it! 
| >. Fa: 
S CE N E III. 
Another Apartment in the Caſtle. 


Enter SOLERNO and Gomrz. 


; GoMEZ7. 
For a whole year? during ſo long a ſpace ? 


SOLERNO. 


Yes, twelve moons full ; and oft was threaten'd death, | 


If he agreed not to ſurrender Manuel. 


GOMEZ. 
Heavens ! what ſay you? Yet he would not? - 


SOLERNO, 


Never. 
GOMEZ. 


From his releaſe to his moſt hapleſs end, 


Did there upriſe no feud ? 


SOLER NO. 
None, certainly ; 
Elſe had the will not nam'd him here Protector. 
But whence this earneſtneſs? Heard you of diſcord ? / 


| GOMEZ. 
Yes, once; *tis long time ſince; a certain man— 


is name eſcapes me — ſaid, that Duke Anſaldo 


Had purpos'd to betray the outlaw'd Manuel. 
SOLERN OO. 

The fellow lied. No treachery knew he, 

But was as ſpotleſs as Navada's ſnows, 


GOM E z. 
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Go NA 
Tis very ſtrange! E'en now I told my Weder 
That man, I mean—my brother then was with üs 


SOLERNO, 
You falter, Sir; your colour comes and goes, 


Gomez, 
In truth, I am not well. I then obſery'd, 
SOLERNO. 
You ſaid, *twas even now, if I miſtake not. 


GO MEZ. 
Yes ;—ſome days paſt. 
SOLERNO. 
By this it ſhould appear, 
That very unknown, much-informed, man, 
Seen ſo long ſince, again, of late, you met, 
And then, anew, reſum'd your firſt diſcourſe. 
Speak plainly, Sir; entangle not your words; 
Some myſtery there is in this coneern, 
Wherein, I fear, you are initiated. 
Gomez. 
No, none at all.— I am much indiſpos'd, 
And dizzineſs attacks my wand'ring brain: 
I muſt retire, —— 
Beſhrew theſe fits, which evermore beſet me 
35 [Exit Gomez, 
: | SOLERNO. | 
»Tis plain, tis plain. The brother's privy to it, 
But ſeems deceiv'd by the arch-villain Manuel, 
Who now hath got the prince into his power. 
But I will ſteal him hence; or, if I fail, 
Bleſſed exchange, to give this crazy frame 
For laſting honour, and the conſcious praiſe 
Of f dying | in a murder'd maſter's cauſe! 
KS Enter 


28 THE REGENT: 
Enter SERVANT. 
SERVANT. | 
Gerbin is come, Sir, and wiſhes to ſpeak with you 
immediately. 
SOLERNO, 


Some freſh complaint, ſome act of tyranny : 
Thus ev'ry day brings new calamities, 
Which I, unable to redreſs, muſt hear. 
Enter GERBIN. 
GERBIN. 
©, Sir, Sir, Sir! you never will believe me; 
| SOLERNO, 

What is the matter, friend ? 

I hope no miſchief hath befallen thee. 


GERBIN. 

He's not dead !—by the maſs, tis true —heꝰs not dead! 

SOLERNO. 

Who ? | 
GERBIN. 

Now, as I'm an honeſt man, by this beard, I ſaw him. 
SOLERNO. 

What art thou talking of? Saw whom? 


GERBIN, 
The duke, the duke—our ſov'reign lord, the duke. 


8OLERNO. 
Diaſ thou not know he was recall'd from Leon ? 


GERBIN. 
O, no,-not the prince——his dear grace Anfaldo, 


that we thought kill d.—Now, by this beard, I faw 
him, 


SOLERNO. 
Ruler of heav'n and earth can this be true 


7 | I never 


Let him come in. [ Exit SERVANT» 


? 
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I never yet diſcover'd him in falſchood, — 
Where didſt thou leave him? Art thou ſure tis he? 
GERBIN. | 
O, Sir, I'm ſure of nothing: but I'll fwear I don't 
tell a lye ; for I think I'm right. 
| SOLERNO. 


Bring me this inſtant to him. Let me fee him.— 
\ Exennt. 


End of the SECOND ACT. 
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K T IIT. 


I. 
A Mood before Gerbin's Cottage. 


Enter ANSALDO and SoLlERNO. 


ANSALDO. 
HEERLY, Solerno!—Say again, tis falſe 
That I'm forgotten. 
| SOLERNO. 
Falſe it is; falſe, falſe, 


ANSALDO. 
Once more repeat, ſhe loves me. 


SOEERNO. 
Yes, O, yes. 
ANSALD0O. 
Unbounded blifs ! Take full ſupport; nay lean; 
For you turn pale, and falter as you go. 


SOLERNO. 
Is all this real ? 


ANSALDO. 
Be compos'd, my friend ; 
Nature will here beſtow her balmy potions, 
Suck'd from the foliage of each fragrant herb. 


SOLERNO. 
- I was nigh loſt; and ſcarce now recolle& me. 


* 


AN SAL DO. 
Your colour comes. How fares it with thee now? 


 SOLERNO. 
Anſaldo! O, my fov'reign, and my ſon ! 


ANS AL PO. 
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ANSALDO.. 
Riſe. Let me fly upon the wings of rapture 
To take my wife, and Carlos, to my arms, N | 
SOLERN O. 
Forbear, forbear,—l ſupplicate your patience 
Nor gol Lamented Sir, firſt let me hear 
By what bleſt miracle you ſtill ſurvive. 


Ans AL Do. 
Think you my fervour ſuffers ſuch delay ? 
Impoſſible, 


SOLERNO. 
Deny me not this boon ; 
For I ave doubts, blacker than midnight ſhades 
I'the moon's eclipſe ; doubts, that betoken danger 
Which, unreſolv'd, prohibit you your home. 


AN SAL DO. 5 
You fill me with alarm Give ear then to me. 
That I departed from Caſtile's proud court 
Muſt have been common to the ears of men. 
1 left it, wich my ſon and Leonardo, 
In evil hour, and fatal to my friend. 
Journeying we reach'd a ſpot, where the flope road 
Seeks pallage, twixt the mountains and the ſea, 
Along the margin of a placid bay, 
Where, below ſhelt'ring rocks, a bark was moor 'd, 


Which ſeem'd to play upon the heaving waters, 
Mocking the clamours of the far-off wave. 


My friend and I out-rode our ling'ring train; 
When, at the entrance of a rude defile, 
At once a fierce banditti ruſh'd upon us. 


SOLERNO, Fe : 
Then was the time, we thought you had been murder'd 


ANSALDO. 
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ANSALDO. 
I narrowly eſcap'd it: Death yawn'd for me, 
But Fate forbade, and pointed Leonardo. 
An arrow pierc'd him, as he drew his ſword, 
And ſtretch'd him panting on the duſty way. 
The rocks re-echo'd now with “ Kill Anſaldo;“ 
« So he be lain, it matters not who lives.” 
One ruffian felt my weapon; but, o'erpower'd, 
And wounded grievouſſy, I alſo fell, 
Near my companion, who expiring lay; 
Yet, even then, on life's extremeſt verge, 
He was revolving in his dauntleſs ſoul 
How, with his lateſt breath, to ſerve his friend. 
« Anfaldo”—thus he ſpake, and reach'd his hand 
To let it reſt in mine,—< my end is come, 
« Ineyitably come; then, be it thought, 
« Since 'tis the duke they aim at, I am he; 
So may you live, and I not die forgotten.“ 
Scarce had he ended, when the lawleſs band 
Return'd from ſlaughtering our few attendants, 
And, as I then ſuppos'd, my helpleſs Carlos. 
As they ſtood gazing on their bloody work, 
The dying man, compos'd as at a feaſt, 
Thus faintly utter*d, © You're now ſatisfied ; 
« Anfaldo's death you would—lo! here I lie.“ — 
Then, feebly floating his dim eyes towards me, 
Murmur'd, “ Farevrcl !* - and ſunk, to riſe no more. 


SOLERNO. 
Oh, generous man! deſerving endleſs fame 


AN SAL PDO. 
A furious villain, lifting then his faulchion, 
Quickly adjoin'd, & Go thou, and follow him.“ 
I then had fallen too, but that their chief 


Wardod 


it 
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Warded the blow, and cried aloud «Deſiſt ; | 4 
« My brother is zveng'd, and I content.“ j 
 SoLERNO. | 
His brother? Ha!—'Tis even ſo; tis he. 


| ANSALDO. 
But, why this brother thirſted for my blood, 
And who he is, ſtill thickeſt night involves. 1 
Enough, my friend: They caſt into the main 1 
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The body of miſtaken Leonardo, | 1 
And forc'd me with them; then, on Africk's ſhore, 8 
Left me to fortune, and re-plough'd the deep. 14 

SOLERNO, | 
The hauberk of high providence As thee, i $ 


Who ſhall commit « 


[Gomez croſſes 1 back part of the flage. 
ANSALDO. 
Peace, peace; retire—Look there 


„ — ae. —— —— — — 


by — '4 2 2 
— — 
” * 4 2 
— — 


> . FS, 
* — 2 
n 1 . — 
— — 1 ah. — p . 8 


SoLERNO. 


I know him well, my liege, and fo do you. | | 
* AN s AL pPDo. | 
Yes, by the holy croſs; for *tis the man, . 


The very man, who ſav'd, yet ſought to ſlay me. 
SoLERNO. 
Tis even he. 
AN s AL PDo. 14 
And ſtare you not with wonder? 5 1 
S8OLERNO. 


No; ere your tale was done, I ſingled him, 
Nay more, the felon inſtigator too. 


AN s AL Do. 
Who are hay? ſay, and give your anſwer wings. | 
F SOLERNO, 
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SOLERN O. 


His name who paſs'd is Gomez; and his beothar* O_ 
"Twill be a jav'lin in your ſide—is—— Manuel, 


ANSALDO, 
Who? | 


SOLERNO, 
Manuel. 


- ANSALDO. 
What Manuel ? Not mine ? 


SOLERNO, 
Yes, thine own Manuel, Gradenze's ſon, 
His baniſh'd ſon, imagin'd Pylades. 
ANSALDO, 
Impoſlible ! No, no; it cannot be. 


SOLERNO. 
Was he the leader of the crew ? 


ANSAL DO. 
He was. 
. SOLERNO, 
Then, from his mother ſprang the man you cheriſh'd. 
Beſides, I can give other flagrant proof, 
Shall force you to acknowledge him a traitor, 


ANSALDO. 
Fury, and death !—Oh, unexampled villain !— 
Are theſe your thanks ?—but he ſhall anſwer it. 
If he reply not to the charge, he dies; | 
But ſhould he, though I hold thee as a father, 
Solerno, hope no mercy at my hand. 


SOLERNO, P 


Be ſuch the terms. 


ANS AL Do. 
Then, let us face the monſter. 


SOLERN O. 
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SOLERNO, 
Hold; be not raſh, nor go unguarded thus. 
The ſight of you will kindle up his rage; 
He then may hem you with his minions round, 
And realize a death, all Spain thinks certain. 


| ANSALDO. 
Muſt I then ſummon force, inveſt my walls, 
And batter down my gates, to gain admiſſion ? 
Beſides, the pledge and partner of my joys 
Are in his hold, —I tremble—Speak, Solerno. 


SOLERNO. 
Ere force be thought of, let me ſeek your conſort, 
And tacitly convey her with the prince 
To this retreat, 


ANSALDO. 
_ Haſte, hafte ! away! be gone !— 
Theſe ſafe, we'll wind the clarion of defiance, 
And ſhrivel the uſurper by its blaft. 


[ Exeunt, 
. 
The Caſtle Hall. 
Emer MANUEL and GOMEZ, 
GOMEZ. 


Stay, haughty Sir !—'tis even thee I ſeek ; 
And would impart what much concerns us both, 
If thou wilt hear me, lift ; if not, declare Rt. 
MANUEL. 
Speak on, and briefly, 
GOMEZ. 

Briefly be it, then. 
Suſpicion ſtares on us, and mutters murder. 

F 2 MANUEL» 
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MANUEL. 
Then, let it ſtare ; and mutter they who liſt, 
Who dares to doubt? 'To me it naught imports. 
Shall I, begirt with Calatrava's ſword, 
While my red arm was wet with Mooriſh blood, 
Bluſh at a vice ſo noble as ambition ? 

GoMEZ, 
Solerno thinks us guilty. 

MANUEL. 

| I had ſworn it, 

On his grey ſcalp eternal curſes fall ! 


GOMEZ. 
No, no ; his honeſt ſoul — 


MANUEL. 
A panegyrick !—To the point; proceed. 
GoME zZ. 


Anſaldo was our theme; reſpecting whom, 
Falſely as hell, thou haſt abus'd me, Manuel. 


 ManvuErL, 
Choſe you this topic with a knave ſo crafty, 
Who can knead you, as ſculptors docile clay? 
I might have told you more, perchance, than he. 


GOMEZ. 
Diſſembler vile! Then wherefore didſt thou not? 
 ManvuEL. 
Conclude your tale : this next we will diſcuſs, 
GO MEZ. 
J hope ſo, Sir. Engag'd in deep diſcourſe 
About the man, who periſh'd by our means, 
Your name, by accident, eſcap'd my lips ; 
Then, as th' unhooded falcon on the wing 
Views from the ſapphire yault his deſtin'd quarry, 


Sg 
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So did the old man nail his eyes in mine; 
Of myſteries he ſpake, and hinted blood. — 
Surpris'd, and baffled, I had no reſource, 
But to feign ſickneſs, and depart abruptly, 


MANUEL. 
Go to the huddled market-place, and there 
Diſſect thy heart upon the public ſhambles, 
To ſhew its ſpongy core to all the people. 


Caitiff! why nam'dft thou me? And didſt thou falter, 


Becauſe unworthy of a kin ſo noble ? 
Thou haſt told all.—But, ſuch are my deſerts, 
For having truſted 


GoMEZz, 
Abuſive man! forbear; nor tempt me thus. 


MANUEL. 
I muſt be ſudden; ev'ry moment's precious; 
For, if this reach the princeſs ere ſhe's mine. 
Enter PAULA. 
Madam, you come, perchance, from Dianora, 


PAULA. 
E'en now I leave her, Sir. 
MANUEL. 
Return forthwith ; 
And be it known to her, I wiſh admittance. 
PAULA. 
Alone the lady is, and would continue ; 
Nor chuſe I, Sir, at preſent to diſturb her. 
MANUEL. 
W be it ſo; myſelf can bear my errand. 
PAULA. 
You are hk Senn inform her. 


Exit PAULA. 
GOME zZ. 
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Gomez. 
Hold I am to be anſwer'd—churliſh man! 
We part not thus: —nay, but I will have audience, — 
What doſt thou now contrive on Dianora ? 


| MANUEL. 
Pre ſumptuous flave ! hence with thy ſanctimony 
To ſome cloſe cell, and pray thy days out. Leave me.— 


GO MEZ. 
] will be heard. 
MANUEL. 
Then let the winds give ear — 
Away, I ſay. 


[Exit MANUEL. 


GOMEZ. 
Baſe villain! miſcreant! 
Am] then fpurn'd ?—But I have ſerv'd his purpoſe, 
And now he caſts me off with contumely. 
Yes, I've done all; for I have giv'n him Carlos. 
Pernicious traitor ! there again you dup'd me. 
Hence with all friendſhip, all fraternal love! 
No more we meet—my imprecations on thee ! 
— Depart I thus ?— no, rather let me ſtay, 
That I may watch his plots, and be prepar'd 
To ſuccour Dianora and her ſon, 
And make atonement for the wrongs I've done them. 
Pll ſeek Solerno—ſee, he comes - Oh guilt !— 


Enter SOLERNO. 
SOLERN 0. 
What ſhould this mean d what myſtery's afoot ? 
Nay, ſince you ſpeak not 
GO MEZ. 
O! look into my thoughts: I cannot ſpeak them. 
DOLERN ©, 
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SOLERNO. 
Now 'twill break out. Why ſtare you on the pavement? 
| GoME Zz. 
I've been deceiv'd, I've been deceiv'd, Solerno. 
| SoLERNO. 
What means this darkneſs ? 


GO MRZ. 
Tis the ſmoke of conſcience, 
Which, ſmouldering, feeds on guilt, and ſeeks for vent. 


SOLERNO, 
Retard me not ; be brief. 


GOME 7, 
In exile driven, 
I ſought the ſeas: my brother 
JOLERNO, 
Mean you the man, who murder'd Duke Anſaldo ?— 
Nay, ſtartle not. 


| 
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GO MRZ. 
Twas I—"twas I—'twas I ! 
SOLERNO. 
I know thou did'ſt it. Aſk forgiveneſs there. 
( Pointing to Heaven, ) 
Bend not to me ; but caſt thee down, and grovel 
Before that faireſt lily of the held, 
Whoſe ſtem of life thou, coward worm! haſt gnaw'd. 
Lie proftrate there, I ſay, and contemplate 
A woman pure as heay'n; erſt as happy; 
Until thy weapon, at one daſtard blow, 
Shiver'd the beauteous column of her joy, 
And ſpread it wide, a monument of ruin. 


GoM RL. 


No more, I pray thee, or thou'lt drive me mad. 
| Burft 
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Burſt this dark conclave, cleave my throbbing brain, 
Sift ev*ry thought that ſhelters in each cell; 

And, if it ach not with contrition's anguiſh, 

May agony bite thick on it for ever 

But thou, juſt man, give credit to my words, 

Not of extenuation, but veracious 

As thoſe enroll'd at the ſupernal bar :— 

I thought Anſaldo merited his fall, 

And took his life, to ſave a much-lov'd brother's, 


SOLERNO. 
Did danger alſo fit on Carlos brow, 
That with ſuch eagerneſs you brought him here ? 
Is he a traitor ? 


GOMEZ. 
By this day, you wrong 1 me. 
No- I was fool to his deep-feign'd repentance. 


| SOoLERNO. 
Being deceiv'd, thou Kill may'ſt hope for pardon, 


GOMEZ. 
My life is your's: command ſome arduous taſk ; 
Bid me go ſeize the gaunt Biſcayan boar, 
Or gripe the wolf, ſnow-famiſh'd, by his paw 
I will not flinch. 

SOLERNO, 

Forbear this idle talk. 

A favage, far-more fell than famiſh'd wolf, 
We have to cope with. Watch thy brother cloſe; 
And, ſhould he aim at miſchief, look to mar it. 
Farewell !—be honeſt, and I'II give thee comfort. 


GO MEZ. 
Now you are kind indeed! O, now you brace | 
| "" Le. 
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The very life-ſtrings of my heart, which burns 
To prove, by acts of zeal and loyalty, | 
How deeply it repents all paſt miſdeeds. f 

| [ Exeunt, 


S EN E lu. ö 
Another Apartment in the Caſtle. 
Enter DAN oRA, CARLos, and PAULA. 
DAN ORA. 
Perſiſt ſo rudely on my ſecond meſſage — 
Did you not urge that I was indiſpos'd ? 
PAULA. | 
Yes ; but, with glance indignant, he ei 
„No plague have I, nor come from lazar-houſe ; 
Therefore, anon, prepare her to receive me.“ 
CARLOS. 
Tell him we're buſy, and can't fee him now. 
Mother, don't let him interrupt us yet ; 
For I hate CO and T've much to talk of. 
DAN ORA. 
Poor innocent 1 What, ſpoke he haughtily 2— 
PAULA. | 
Even as a fatrap to his ſwarthy flave. 
| DAN ORA. 
Lie ſtill, prophetie heart 
PAULA. 
Until this hour, 
I never ſaw him in a tical ſo boiſt'rous: _ 
Fraternal diſcord grates, perchance, his temper ; 
For, when he firſt addreſt me, anger blaz'd 
*T wixt him and 9 
DrAN ORA. | : 
No; *tis wide of that. 
G PAULA», 
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PAULA. 
Sullen he's wont to be, and thick in gloom, 
But ever courteous, and of manners princely. 


DianoRa. 
Inly I am much anxious, troubled ſore. 


CARLOS, 
Why do you look ſo fad ? Pray you, pray don't; 
You'll make me ſo. 
DiaxoRa. 
No, be not fad, my love; 
We'll think upon a thouſand j joyous ſports, 
And paſs whole days in merriment, 


CARLOS. 


Ay, let us. 
PAULA. 


Not * his brow on ſuch a day as this 
With feſtive ſmiles; — hut furrow it with frowns ! 


CARLOS. 
Nay, ſay no more about him, Paula, pray t thee. 


DrianoRa. 

Ah! there you touch a tendon makes me flinch. 
*Tis ſuch a greeting, as the tepid drops, 
Deſcending to ſalute their parent earth, 
Meet in th* embraces of the eaſtern blaſts, 
Which ice them, ere they reach her longing lips. 
I had not thought it. 

P aAuILA. 


The prince were better far with wiſe Alphonſo : 
Let him not ſtay—— 
D1aNnoR a. 


Truſt me, he ſhall not, Paula; 3 


Perchance, nor I. Tis ſtrange, but true it is, 
This interview may work my own diſmiſſion. 


PAULA. 
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PAULA. 
You ſtartle me. 
CARLOS. 


Yes, let's all go to Leon. 
You don't know how much I love my uncle; 
You can't think it. 
D1ANoRA, 
See, he comes. O, heaven! 
PAULA, 
I will conceal myſelf, 
DIANORA. 
But be at hand. 


[Exeunt CARLOS and PAULA, 
Enter MANUEL, 


Proud of admiſſion, I approach you, madam ; 
For all acceſs is difficult to-day. 
DIAN ORA. 
'Tis true, my lord, retirement was my wiſh ; 
Nothing had now recall'd me from myſelf, 
But urgency importing weighty matter, 
MAN UE. 
And ſuch it is, of ſubject ponderous, 
Big with the welfare of the prince and dukedom, 


DiaNnoRa. 
Then, with mine alſo; ſpread it wide before me, 
MANUEL. 
A bulky charge, an Atlantean taſk, 
Is that, which bears upon me for my friend ; 
Since, not alone the reſtleſs cares of ſtate 
Demand a conſtant and uncloſing eye, 
But the fair tablets of young Carlos* mind 
Muſt be o'er-writ with great and noble maxims, 
For what avails Gallicia's ductile ore, 
| Refulgent panoply, or proſtrate vaſſals, 
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Unleſs the ſoul out-ſhine theſe gaudy trappings ? 
Such is my taſk: which, e'en with kindred's aid, 
Were ſtill moſt arduous ; I, an alien, then, 
Merely endow'd with tranſitory ſway, 

Muſt fail in its diſcharge, unhelpt by you. 


D1iAaNnoRaAa. 
Doubt you my zeal, Sir, that you thus accoſt me? 
Shall Carlos* mother not aſſiſt the man, 
Who leads her boy to virtue ? Shall the wife 
Of duke Anſaldo thus neglect his ſon ? 


MANUEL. 
Fell calumny behind the chair of greatneſs 


Aye fits, and ſnarls at pow'r:—favage his ſpite, 


And ſtill more favage as he higher bays ; 

But with redoubled malice whets his fangs, 

If hap, with acrid ſcow], he chance to ken, 
Veſted in delegated truſt and ſway, 

A ſtranger. Then aloud is rais'd the cry, 

In which vile prejudice and envy join, 

And hunt him to the toil, —E'en thus ſtand I. 
This in the tow'r of my authority 

Is a wide cleft, a very dangerous flaw, 
Which, rending onwards ſtill, from day to day, 
WII flive, at length, the key-ſtone of the fabric, 
And topple it with ruin in the duſt. 


DIiANORA. 


Beſeech you now, declare, right noble Sir, 
Whitherward tends the travel of your words ? 


So far as I am conſcious of their ſcope, 


I can but promile, to my utmoſt effort, 
Reſpect ſhall be inſtill'd in Carlos tow'rd you; 
To itamp you as a father on his mind 
Shall be th' endeavour of maternal power. 
| MANUEZL, 
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MANUEL. | i 
I truſt it will, and eagerly deſire it; 14 
Nor doubt I of your readineſs to touch, 

In the great band and concert of this ſtate, 
Thoſe notes, that you alone have ſkill to ſound ; 
Through lack of which the harmony's imperfect, 
And ſoon will change to tones of harſheſt diſcord, 

DiAaNnoRAa. 
What harmony ? What diſcord ? 


MANUEL, 
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This alone. 

| You wiſh t' endow me with a father's right, 

In Carlos” nature to graft filial feelings; 

Take, then, the only efficacious means, 

And realize, not feign, the ſacred tie. 

DTAN ORA. 

You are miſtaken, Sir; this is no Bagdad; 

Nor I a Georgian ſlave ; nor you my ſeignor; 

Neither this caſtle a licentious Haram. 

Think you, becauſe we brandiſh not the ſword, 

Couch not the lance upon the day of carnage, 

Heav'n hath denied us intellect divine? 

No—we hzve virtues, fit for man to homage : 

Firm we can be, and generous, and chaſte ; 

Honour can ſtart his tear into our eye, 

And ſenſibility is our's ;—and our's the glance, 
That can peer deeply in the hearts of men; 

Where if we ſpy deceit, and abject cunning, 

Contempt ſucceeds, and fills the lip with ſcorn. 

| \ MANUEL. 
Patience, I pray; this ſcorn is out of ſeaſon, 
Neceſſity, not loye, enjoins compliance, 
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And bids accept the proffer'd hand, though odious ;— 
For *neath the domes of grandeur never dwells 

The baſhful Nymph, domeſtic liberty 

But policy uſurps unbounded ſway, 

And dictates foes, alliances and friends. 

Your acquieſcence, therefore, I await; 

Since troubles would accompany refuſal. 


DAN ORA. 

Such rough-ton'd mandates grapple with my breath, 
Smother all ſpeech, and ſtunn me with ſurpriſe !— 
Is it to drain my ſoul of ev'ry joy, 
That you affront me in this haughty ſtrain ? 
Cruel it is to heap freſh cares upon me, 
Cruel to force me from this cheriſh'd home, 
And ill befitting your reception in it. 
Had Duke Anfaldo thus requited you, — 
O, baſe of ſoul ! ungrateful, thankleſs, man 
But, be it fo : — and now, farewel for ever! 
With Carlos I'll explore ſome tranquil ſeat, 
There, unmoleſted, meditate on one, 
Who never err'd, until he truſted Manuel, 

MANUEL. | 
Whither ſo faſt ? J too will be explicit. 
Woman, in trite concerns, muſt be obey'd ; 
But, when caprice forbids her to accede 
To that, whereon depends the fate of nations, 
Such ſmooth formalities muſt go to ſleep ; 
Then, ſtern compulſion muſt ſupplant intreaty, 
And ſhall with you.—Nay, waſte not thus your frowns ; 
I too am fix'd, and this my ſteady vow— 
No more expect the homage of a princeſs, 
Until you pay me homage as a huſband, 


I Enter 
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Enter CARLOS and PAULA. 


PAULA, 
Bethink you, Sir; you ſpeak to one right noble. 


MANUEL. 
Whence comes this forward boy ? Who call'd thee, 
woman? 
DTAN ORA. 
'Tis, ſure, illuſion all, ſome midnight ſpell, 
Some haggard charm, which dozes ev'ry ſenſe. 
The form is Manuel's, but the words are ſuch 
As would become Anſaldo's murderer. 


MANUEL. 
Peace, peace, I charge thee on thy life nor tempt 
Learn, he thou ſee'ſt is paramount. Learn too, 
That, till thy pride is quell'd, this is thy priſon, 
Barr'd from thy ſon, and all.— Look not aghaſt; 
The remedy is thine, as is the deed, 


[Exit MANUEL, 
PAULA. 


Savage !— How fares it, ſweeteſt Dianora ? 
 D1iANoRAa. 
Exceeding well.—Methinks, I'm weary, too. 
Would night were come 
CARLOS. 
Don't let it make you weary. 


PAULA. 
Repoſe a little. 
DAN ORA. 


Think not, love, I mind him. 
| PAULA. 
Recline on me ; you tremble, and are wan. 


DTANORA. 
Come hither, —Oh, thou dear one, kiſs—a priſoner! 
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Tell me, it cannot be; for, but to doubt 
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Shut from this child, this ſole remaining joy, 
And ev'ry hope extinguiſh'd in deſpair? 


Thou man of flint ! — Anfaldo,—O, my huſband !— 
See the tormentor, ſee thy widow's anguiſh. 


CARLOS. 
III kiſs away your tears; you ſhall not cry fo. 


DiANORA. 
My child! my child! And muſt I loſe thee, boy? 
"Thou too may'ſt ſuffer—Gracious Heav'n, forbid ! 
My lord's aſſaſſin no, impoſſible 
What would become of thee? I ſhould go mad, 
If it were true, quite mad. O, fay, it cannot, 


Enter SERVANT. 


I SERVANT. 


Madam, depart this chamber: for the prince 
[ Going to ſeize the child—Dianora keeps him off. 


CARLOS. 


Fm frighten'd. 
DIANORA. 
Here, lay hold, and let me claſp thee, 


Thou Ruffian, hence !—Firſt ſever head or heart; 
This is a vital dearer far than either. 


SERVANT. + 
My lord is fix'd; oblige him not to harſhneſs, — 
[ Preſſing on towards the child 
| Dianora ſtill keeps him off 
DIAN ORA. 
O Heav'n! What muſt be done ? 


DERVAN Tx. 
Nay, more; be — 
The prince will ſuffer for your vain denial, 


PAUL A. 
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PAULA. 
Comply, ſweet miſtreſs; nor more irritate 
A wrathful tyrant by mis-tim'd reſiſtance. 
SERVANT. 
Hear good advice : no harm will come to him ; 
What fear you, lady? 
DiAaNnoRA. 
There. (Gives up the child.) Oh! agony! 
Be kind to him. — Farewell farewel ! farewel! 


CARLOS. 
O mother ! mother ! ſure, you will not leave me. 


[Exeunt DiaNoRA, PAULA, CARLos, 
and SERVANT. 


End of the THIRD ACT, 
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46:31 


8 CENT I 
An Apartment in the Caſtle. 


Enter SOLERNO and PAUL A. 
SOLERNO, 


D*? gold too fail ? 


PAULA. 
In vain I proffer'd it. 
SOLERNO. 


Unlucky tidings Is there no reſource ? 
It muſt be carried. 


PAUL A. 
Know you ought of Carlos? 


DOLERNO,. 
Nothing. *Tis myſtery and ſilence all; 
The menials eye aſkance, and grimly ſcow], 


Sullen and mute they hurry to and fro. 
Where is the monſter ? 


PAULA. 
Even now I met him; 
Right on he went, nor turn'd his head aſide, 
But ſeem'd to fear his foot-fall would be heard. 
Crofling, he glanc'd the as we're wont a toad; 


Yet uttered he no word. 
SOLERN O, 


is ominous. 
Whitherward went he? 


PAULA. 
Towards the ladies chamber. 
8 OLERNO. 


A TRAGEDY. 31 


/ SOLERNO, 
Then miſchief's in him. Aid her, all ye ſaints ! 
What muſt be done? To ſtay is vain ; yet leave her— 
Poor Dianora ! — Can I give her ſuccour ? 
No, none. — Hie thee to ſhelter —T'll away 
To meet Anſaldo, tell him all her danger, 
And bring him clad in wrath and aweleſs war, 

| [Exit PAULA, 

Could I be ſure the ſtroke would reach his heart, 
Were it not beſt to lie in wait and ſtab him ? 
So *twould be done. But I am feeble now; 
And, ſhould I miſs my aii 


Enter GOMEZ, 
What is it, Gomez ? 
Wherefore that bloody ſword ? that ghaſtly ſtare ? 


| GOMEZ, 
Hadſt thou but ſeen it too—— 


SOLERNO, 
What ? what ? Seen what ? 
GOMEZ. 
With heaven grappling hell. 
SOLERNO, 
Speak on, ſpeak on. 
What has the villain done ? Whoſe blood is that ? 
GOMEZ. 
Nothing; a ſcratch, a ſcratch. Solerno, liſt : 
Chancing, in ſilence mantled, and dumb thought, 
To paſs th' apartment where our miſtreſs lies, 
The chord of menace tang'd upon mine ear, 
I ftopt-—*twas Manuel's voice—then gan to liſten, 
As does the lev'ret when ſhe hears the horn, 
All elſe was ſtill. Wrath glow'd at length to fury, 
H 2 At 


_— — 
— — 


3 — — 


K. ͤ . . ö EE CI, 
* L . 
** SE — 2 — . 8 — 
— * * - 4 — uw — _— — — ws 


* * A 
— _ - 


b 


W Br. „ 


*. 


„ 


4 """ — ———— 
„ -_ * 


* 
ET. - 


e — — . es k the ae rt a EE 2 31 — 6 — 2 W On r 
— iy 2 « p * 1 4 - O 
& + 1 — * * * 


OV: — " 1 
G ˙ 7, <a 
5 


* = 


y —_ py —— — A 
2. OOO UII MES. I ag ho, K - _— — 
© * 
o * bn 
- 8 * : 
8 pou . - 2 — 92 an 
by - - 
— — a: — mms > — 
— — _ — 


r 2 wy 3 


e 


— 4 
EFF ww wp wr Co ot wi onde, - 


2 * 


n 


ne Mr 
hes 


52 THE REGEN T: 


At once he cried, —< Yield thee, or inſtant periſn!“ 
J burſt the bolts, and ruſh'd to her aſſiſtance. 


DOLERNO, 
Well — Then? 
GO MEZ. 
Damp horror thrill'd in ev'ry vein. 
Proſtrate lay Dianora ; Manuel knelt, 
And brandiſh'd in one hand aloft a dagger, 
The cther, rudely griping her to the floor, 
Shook with the terror of the panting victim. 
In martyr mood her eyes were fix'd on heaven, 
Portraying earthly coil, and mental triumph. 


SOLERNO, 

O, Dianora! Miſtreſs ! Luckleſs Princeſs ! 

GoOME 7Z. 
- Startled at my approach, he quitted hold, 
And, with a look which ſtream'd hot luſt and vengeance, 
Broke from the chamber, tilting, as he paſs'd, 
A deadly thruſt, which, ſlanting, has but graz'd me: 
Nor did I note it, all abſorb'd and drown'd 
In contemplation of the outrag'd fair one, 
Who lay aſtoniſh'd, like the fallen fowl, 
Whoſe ſleeky plumes the eager dog has torn : 
I rais'd her; and, metbought, ſhe utter'd thanks; 
But in ſuch feeble, ſuch expiring, tone, 
That more I gueſs'd, than heard, the ſtifled words. 


SOLERNO, 
Ha! Is ſhe hurt? 
| GoMREZE. 
Diſmay'd alone in ſpirit. 
| SOLERNO. 
Now Heav'nbe prais'd !—Where is ſhe? bring me to her. 


GOME Z. 
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GOM EZ. 
Impoſſible. As hitherward ſhe ſtagger d, 
Stay'd on my arm, till fainting with her fears, 
A pack of blood-hounds ruſh'd wide- mouth'd upon us; 
Of theſe ſome bay' d, while others tore her from me, 
Then, having driven off the bandit throng, 
Whereof a part will never breathe to-morrow, 
I hurried to the theatre of inſult ; 
But all was empty, blank, and diſcompos'd, 
In ſullen emblem of the baleful ſcene. 


SOLERNO, 
Hapleſs reverſe ! Fate, cruel, adverſe, fate! 
Muſt ſhe then fall? Forbid it, pow'rs divine! 
So ill ſtarr'd, yet ſo good ! — Sweet, ſweet, poor, lady | 
GoOME 27, 
Let's drive the caſtle through, nor leave unſearch'd 
The leaſt receptacle, until ſhe's found. 


| SOLERNO, 
Give me thy hand; for thou haſt nobly done. 
Yes, we'll extirpate the whole brood of ruffians: 
A ſtorm impends ſhall ſweep them from the earth, 
Although they ſtick firmly as Calpe's rocks. | 
GOMEZ. 
What purpoſe you? 
SOLERNO, 
Be gone, and queſtion not. 
In the deep wood, which fronts the ſetting ſun, 
Stands a rude elm, the champion of the foreſt, 
Whoſe ſcaly ſhoulders brave the battering ſtorm, 


GOM E zZ. 


I know it well. 
SOLERNO, 


Hie thither, then; I follow. 
[ Exit GOMEZ, 
Singly 
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Singly to paſs the gates were beſt, and then 
Enter M A NU El.. 
Where's Gomez ? Anſwer me. 


SOLERNO, 
Where's Dlanora ? 


MANUEL, 
Where is he? 


SOLERNO, 
Where is Carlos ? 


MANUEL. 
Abject flave ! 


[Exit MANUEL, 


SOLERNO, 
I'll haſte to Gomez ; danger threatens him. 
[ Exit SOLERNO, 


8 EE . 
A od. 
Enter Gou EZ. 


GOMEZ. 
This is the ſpot.— But wherefore come J here ? 
Shades fit for contemplation theſe, not war. 
But he is ſage, and has ſome hidden purpoſe; 
Elſe why= 


Enter MANUEL. 
MANUEL. 
Ha! art thou here, vile ſtigma of my blood ? 
Thou'rt found, | | 
GOMEZ. 
What would'ſt thou more, atrocious wretch ? 
Hence, ſwelter'd ſerpent ! I deſpiſe and loath thee. 
MANUEL. 
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MaAanvUueEL, 


Deſpiſe this alſo ! 
[MANUEL ruſhes on GOMEZ to flab him, 
Enter AN s A L DO. 


AN s AL Do. 
What, thy brother too 


MANUEL, 
Death and diſtraction ! 


GOME z. 
Leonardo ! 
MANUE L. 
Hold, hold him—hell ! he's looſe 


Away come not upon me—blaſt me not 


ANSALPD O. 
Wonder not — but follow. 
[Exeunt ANs AL DO and Gomez. 
MANUEL. 

1 ſleep not, nor am mad. It was his form, 
Self, very ſelf—No, no, this is not fancy —— 
There, terrible to viſion, ſtern he ſtood. 
Th' abhorred ftroke, that hung upon my poignard, 
Cleft wide the ſulph'rous pit, and tugg'd him out: 
Or, if he be a ſpirit from above, 
In mercy down he plumb'd, to ſtay my arm, 
Which elſe, by fratricide, had deeper damn'd me. 
Who now ſhall ſay, the dead return no more, 
And that vain turmoils of a phantom'd conſcience 
Are the ſole ſpectres of pernicious men? 
»Tis falſe as Erebus; both leaguer me. 
Then, let me fly ! —Oh ! whither? whither fly ? 
Whither eſcape ? Deſpair with damning hold 
Clings on ſo faſt, a wild of elephants 
Were atomies to tear it from this trunk, | 
Again he comes What ho !—Tis but Solerno 
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He muſt not ſce—How ev'ry leaf appals me Retires. 


Enter SOLERN 0; 


SOLERNO, 
I heard a cry; yet know not whence it comes; 
Nor ſee I Gomez, If his brother found him, 
He's ſurely flain ; he elſe hath reach'd the cottage. 
Unleſs the villain's prompt, all yet may proſper, 
[ Exit SOLERNG, 
MANUEL (advancing.) 
Yes, but I will ; ay, as the aimble ray. 
What, grey hyena ! haſt thou plots againſt me ? 
But they ſhall fail. — Now, before God, I doubt 
Whether the thing a goblin was, or man. 
Perchance, he never doft his mortal ſpoils ; 
And fo, *twere worſe than legions of pale ghoſts, 
Who ſtalk and mow, but nothing more than ſcare ; 
For, if with fleſh that ſoul be ſtill encas'd, 
Upon this wicked earth ſuch foe I've none. 
Then, be I prompt, and vengeance out-run danger: 
[ Exit. 
SEN EHI. 
A Nl bod before GtRB1N's Cottage. 


Enter AN s AL DO, SOLERNO, and GOM EZ. 


ANS AL PDO. 
Thou didſt protect her; I forgive thee all. 
GOMEZ. 
My joy wants words, as does my gratitude. 


AN s AL Do. 
Poor Dianora ! Come, to havoc then 


SOLERNO, 
What force have we? 


ANSALD®. 
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ANSALDO, 
Denn'd among tigers thus 


SOLERNO, 


What aid? 
ANS ATL Do. 


Enough; the country is in arms; 
There's not a houſe but ſhelters ſtout adherents: 
We'll rouze them, and be gone. 


DOLERNO, 
"I were but delay. 
Let Gomez ſummon, you here marſhal them. 


ANS AL Do. 
Hie thee with ſpeed. 


GOM EZ. 
Swift, as your wiſhes, Sir. 
[Exit GOMEZ. 
| ANSALDO, 

Why, true Solerno, why did I diſtruſt thee ? 
Had I believ'd it, I had pierc'd his heart 
But, thinking my ſoul's life-drops ſafe with thee, 
Slow juſtice held my arm, avetſe to goad 
With lawleſs plunge a breaſt I once held dear. 
So now he lords it over all I love, 
And, ſtung by fight of me, may ſeek their ruin. 
O'er-cautious dupe ! I had him in my pow'r— 
Curſe on the friendſhip, that reſtrain'd my weapon ! 

SOLERNO. 
He figur'd you a phantom; did he not? 


AN s AL DO. 
Such ſtricken conſcience rais'd me to his brain; 


Far ſprang he back, and howl'd, © Approach me not —“ 
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As though he fear'd next ſtep would wither him. 


SOLERNO. 
Then, ſtrive we tavail us of this terror, 
Which now hangs wildering his perturbed mind ; 
For, if he ſpy his error, he'll be deſp'rate. 
ANSALD 0. 
Liſt No, they come not—-O, my friend !—they ſteep ; 
They might be here,—ay, in the very caſtle, 
SOLERN O, 
Impoſſible: be patient yet awhile. 
ANSALDO. 
Inhuman ſavage ! ah, I'll mangle him 
What mayn't he now—Perdition ! horrible !— 
Yet no one comes. Why ſtand you ſpeechleſs thus? 
No ſoul arrives, I ſay, 


SoLERNO. 
Inſtant they will. 


AN SALHDO. 
Talk not of inſtants; each is now a world. 


SOLERNO, 
Pleaſe you, that I ſhould ſeek them ? 


ANSALDO. 
No, Solerno; 
It is not anger, but diſtraction, ſhakes me. 
Pardon, good friend; I'll check this tumult in me. 
You know Pve cauſe, old man, you know I've cauſe. 


SOLERNO. 
Yes, yes; much honoured Sir, moſt ſure you have, 
ANSALD 0, 
What, if the gates be ſhut—where ſtorm we beſt ? 
For lofty are the walls, the trench profound. 
SOLERNG, 
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SOLERNO. 
Between the tow'r of Ceaſar and the bridge 
There is a fally-port, which us'd of yore 
Forth to emit thy well accoutred hres : 
This, ſince the land has doz'd in olive days, 
Looſe, ill-cemented, ſtones have ſlightly clos'd ; 
And there we'll force, if entrance be deny'd us. 


Enter DIEGO. 
All are prepar'd, my liege, and wait your preſence. 
AnSALDO, 
Tis well—come on, then Now we'll tent him home. 


[ Exeunt, 
. 


The Armoury of the Caſtle. 


AnsALDo's Armour flands conſpicuouſly among the 
Achievements of the Hall, 


Enter DIANOR Aa, 


| DrianoRa, 
Thus far I am eſcap'd—at ev'ry ſtep 
TI ſhudder ; leſt the ruffian ſhould be near, 
Where ſhall I fly? O, whither now betake me? 
Ye pow'rs above, who pity, and protect, 
Enduring mortals, pity me,—moſt wretched | — 
And deign to give me ſuccour,-Gracious Heav'n! 
Anſaldo's awful form The vizor frowns, 
And from the tenantleſs, and vacant, mail 
A cavern'd ſound, methinks, with hollow moan, 
Murmurs, “ Solerno told thee of the falſe one.“ 
Yes, it 1s true; but I would not believe 
The good old man—O, had I but believ'd him! 
My child, my child! I am the cauſe of all 
I brought thee here. Here] where? I know not where 
And, do I fly ? abandon thee, thus helpleſs ? 


— 


12 Unfeeling 
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Unfeeling monſter ! firſt, give thy offspring 

To thoſe, who ſtabb'd his father, and, then, leave him? 

Never, no, never [CARLos 7s heard ſinging, 
Hold—what dulcet ſounds ? 

An angel's voice !-—tis ſweeter ; *tis my child's! 

Carlos! my joy, my life ! where art thou, Carlos ? 

Anſwer, Oh! anſwer ; thy poor mother calls thee. 


CARLos within, 
O, mother ! mather ! 


DTANORA. 
Vield, infernal barrier, 
Nor think you might withſtand maternal impulſe, 


Though tough as adamant — Uncloſe !—{ Bur/ts the dior 


[ have him. open. 


Enter CAR Los. 
CARLOS. 
How I have long'd for you !—Ah me! what ails yqu ? 
| DiAaNoRa. 
Come, come; we muſt be gone. 
Enter Two BaNnDITT1. 
Firſt BAN DIT. 


Think not to get away. 
DIAN ORA. 
OR, off, keep off.=-O, pity my diſtreſs ! 
Conſider all the inſults I have ſuffer'd: 
No, do not ruin us; we never wrong'd you, 
In all the world I have but this one treaſure, 
And will you take that from me ?—Sure you will not, 
Firſt BanpiT. 
It cannot be ; our duty muſt be done, 


Second BANDIT, 
We'll hear no more, 


DIANOR A, 


D1IANOR A, 


Oh, for your ſouls ſake, hear me ! 
*T will be the comfort of your latter days, 


In ſickneſs, and in ſorrow, it will cheer you, 

To think you have protected the unhappy. 

This prince will love you ; he will ſhow'r down wealth, 
And honours on you; and, when he is great, 

Belov'd, and valiant, as his father was, 


You ſhall exult and glory in the deed, 


CARLOS, 
In truth, I never will forget you; 
FI cheriſh you, and will refuſe you nothing, 


Firſt BANnDirT. 
You know we ſwore. 


Second BANDIT. 
Ay, and he promis'd fairly. 
D1IiANORA. 

O, do not truſt him; for he promis'd me, 
And has deceiv'd me. When you've ſerv'd his purpoſe, 
He'll fear you ſhould betray him, and abhor you. 
O, he will hate you deeply; do not truſt him 
But we ſhould glory in our benefactors, 


Firſt BAN DIT. 
There is ſome truth in this. 


DIAN ORA. 
Indeed, indeed, 
I fear he dealt moſt foully with Anſaldo; 
And yet he ow'd him all.—O, feel for me, 
And feel for this poor little one! My friends, 
You would not have him bleed, when the leaſt wound, 
But on your hangs, would make him pale with pity, 


Second 
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Second BANDIT. 
Poor little fellow ! no, he ſhan't be hurt, 


DianoRa. 
Here is a gem, the only wealth I have 
In earneſt of reward, accept this jewel. 


Firſt BAN Dr. 
She's wrong' d, and we'll aſſiſt her. 


DIAN ORA. 
Bleſſings unnumber'd fill your days with joy 


Firſt BAN DII. 
Let's loſe no time. We'll lead you to the poſtern, 
That opens towards the foreſt, 


DTIAN ORA, 
Haſte, lead on. 
Now I poſſeſs my child, and liberty. 
MANUEL, entering with Soldiers. 
Search all the purlieus—— What, am I betray'd !—— 
Dull fugitives !—Bear hence thoſe ſlaves to death.— 
You thought to *(cape me.—But J have thee till. 


DIAN ORA. 
Help, help z—aſſiſt me, friends —— My boy ! my boy ! 
[Soldiers carry off CARLOS—MANUET, 
drags away DIANORA, 


End of the FOURTH ACT, 
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A O T V. 
I. 
The Caſtle Hall. 
A great and confus'd noſe within, 
Enter MANUEL, PEDRO, and Soldiers. 


| ManueEr. 
LOFT the bridge; fall the portcullis ; arm.— 
Let no one enter Treaſon's in the air. 
Each to his poſt ; beſtir Let no one in. 
Away, I ſay, [ Exit a Soldier, 
Stay, Pedro—Fly around, 
Bid the whole caſtle din with clank of arms: 
Let all embody in the center court, 


There wait my further orders.— [Exeunt Soldiers. 
Doſt thou mark? 
PEDRO. 
Immediately. 
MANUEL. 
Stop, ſtop Who bade thee go? 
Be there a watch upon the northern tow'r, 
And if he ſee a light approach the walls, 
Or hear the ſlighteſt trample of a foe, 
Command him ſtraight to ſound th' alarum full. 
Hie thee to duty ;—thou'rt a truſty knave, 
And much ] lean on thee alert, good Pedro. 


. 
The Faſſe of the Caſile. 
Euter ANSALDO, SOLERNO, and Soldiers. 


ANSALDO. 
Hold, friends—we are arriv'd; beneath that ſpan 
10 Muſt 


[ Exeunt, 
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Muſt we force entrance; ſince each other paſs 
Is cloſely barr'd, as infidel Granada. 
Now is the time; the moon hath veil'd her brow, 
And filence ſits upon the ſodden turf, 
Huſhing our footſteps. -On to work, and ſwiftly. 
[ Exeunt Soldiers, 
What find we when within ? 


SOLERNO, 
No other hindrance ; 


A vault thence leads us to the inner court. 


ANSALDO. 


Where's Gomez? 
SOLERNO. 


Since he left us near the cottage, 
I have not ſeen him. 
ANSALDO, 
Then is he a traitor 
But one black ruin ſhall efface them all. 
[A drum beats in the caſtle. 
Surely, they're warn'd. 
SOLERNO, 
Ay; when I aſk'd admittance, 
A twanging bowſtring ſent the ſole reply. 
ANS AL Ho. 
Little I thought beneath my native tow'rs, 
Mole-like, to burrow ſubterraneous way. 
— Tremendous pauſe !—Solerno, O, Solerno, 
Even like a wretch am I, o'erwhelm'd by earthquake, 
Who lies half buried amid ſhapeleſs ruins, 
Imploring all who paſs t'afford relief, 
And free his limbs from ſuffocating cumbrance. 


SOLERNO, 
Vengeance, my liege. 


Ans AL po. 


3 4 1 5 
re 8 e 


e a 


A TRAGEDY. 65 
ANSALDO, | 
Yes, let the villain tremble. 
Come, urge we on our comrades. Forth, keen ſword, 
Nor think again to fill thy peaceful ſcabbard, 
T'ill thou art crimſon with the blood of Manuel. 


| [ Exeunt, ö 

| 8 CE N E N. g 

| ; ; 

: A ſecret Chamber in the Caſtle, | 

| Enter MANUEL and a BANDIT. 4 

MANUEL. * 

Sullen, thou ſay'ſt, and of untoward fortunes ? {| 

Ay, that's the man, | bi 

15 

BAN DTT. þ 

But he will not be known. 1 

MANUEL. | * 

Nor would we know him. Give him this; he ſuits me. / 

[s all arrang'd ? 1 

, th 

BAN DIT. 1 

Ves. 1 

MANUEL. Y 

Bring the lady hither; 0 

f Call her, I ſay: Be gone; and, mark, no noiſe, 1 

Exit BANDIF. "n 

Marvellous ſtrange !— Tis time to buſtle now. — 1 

All ſwore he died, th' eſcaped and the villains, | 1 

Time too confirm'd it; yet, before theſe eyes 4 

He ſtood corporcally, a living man : q 

£ Certain 'tis he; impoſſible it can be. — 

Well, well, all ſtill is ſafe - yet, how is't with me ? 3 

5 Down, boiling ſpirits, down !—By death, I ſwear 0 
R The 
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"The univerſe is alter'd to my view, 

And ſhews, like nature ſeen through ſanguine cryſtal, 
One vaſt, tremendous, conflagration all. | 

Peace, thou art gone. —Fie fie Come, great revenge, 
Teach me to clip the pinions of her pride, 
And ſink her to the level of my feet! 
There let her lie, until ſhe claſp my knees 
To beg, in merey, what ſhe fears as hell. 


Enter DIANOR A. 


D1iANnNoORA. 
Lo !—here I ſtand. What torture more? I'm ready. 


MANUEL. 
Peerleſs of form] woman of charms divine! 
The Cydnus-wafted queen were but thy foil; 
For in this looſe array thou'rt doubly fair : 
It well becomes the languor of the limbs, 
Which droop in all the negligence of woe. 


D1IiANORA,. 
Baſe jeſter ! 
M ANUEL. 


No; on honour, thou'rt tranſcendent, 
Had ever eyes ſuch radiance ! How, meek-orb'd, 
They melt beneath the pear]-diſtilling lids, 
Whoſe ſhady laſhes half impede their beams, 
And ſeem departing ſuns *twixt dripping boughs ! 
DiAaNnoRa. | 
Bad man! retire, | 
MANUEL. 
Surely you'd frenzy me, 
By folding all that's lovely in referve ; 
For coyneſs tempts e'en infant paſſion on, 
Receding, ſtill in reach, evaſiye ſtill, 
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Till, having rouz'd both appetite and pride, 
She lets him ſeize the bait, and hooks him faſt, 
Can I, then, ſtand and contemplate alone ? 

No, I muſt touch, muſt feed—— 


DTAN ORA. 

Deteſted wretch!— 
Thou art ſo curſt, that, hating, ſtill I pity. 
My woes will hniſh with my days; but thine 
Will gnaw thy ulcer'd ſpirit evermore, 
What will relieve, when thou ſhalt how! in anguiſh, 
Shricking aloud, © Ah me, my friend! my friend! 
«© Who lov'd, protected—aye, and ſuffer'd for me 
Him firſt I murder'd” —— Yes, thou didſt it, traitor 


MANUEL. 
Well then, I did—twas at that price I bought thee ; 
Yield, therefore, inſtant yield thee to my will ; 
For thy reſiſtance idle is and vain. 


DAN ORA. 
Tyrant! thou'rtſnar'd. The fiend, who tempts thee, ſmiles 
To fee thee graſp at guilt beyond thy pow'r, 
Far as the moon beyond the ſtretching babe, 
Who thinks no barrier *twixt his wiſh and him ; 
For, ſhouldſt thou dare affront with touch profane, 
[Draws a dagger, 
This potent key can ope the mortal door, 
And let th' exulting ſpirit wing aloft, 
Leaving a corpſe impregnable to inſult, 


MANUEL. 
Be this vaunt prologue put to inſtant proof, 


DIiANORA. 
Come on, then ; try ; I brave thee to the teſt, 


K 2 MANUEL, 
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MANUEL. 
Yes, I will try thee. 
[MANUEL tears open folding-doors, and ſhews 
CARLos at a block between two Banditti. 
There | behold thy ſon. 


CARLOS. 
Mother, O, help me, help ! 
DIAN ORA. 
My life My precious 
MANUEL. 
Woman, remain, Endearments are miſplac'd: 
Yield, ere you think to interchange careſſes. 


DiAanoRa. 
Nay, he's mine own; I bore him. 


MANUEL. | 
Thou ſhalt win him. 
Or his cold carcaſe only ſhall be thine: 
Chooſe, then, decide, 
DTIANORA. 

O, horrible He dares not 
This hideous pageant, ſchem'd to ſtartle me, 
Shall ſwell the ſum of unavailing efforts. 


MANUEL, 
Tis very Carlos; murderers they; this ſtcel, 
Of edge keen-temper'd—ſhall he try it? ſay; 
Come, thy refolves ; now, inſtant, let me know them; 
For may the death, I doom him, light on me, 
It thy denial ſwim not in his gore! 


DiANORA. 
Q, baleful ! blaſphemous ! 
MAaNxUuerrn; 
Will you not ben! 
DTIAN ORA. 


DrAN ORA. 
No, never. 
MANUEL. 
Let him die; 
You there, ſtrike home; away with him, away! 
'DIANORA,. 
Hold, hold—By all that's ſacred before God and man 
CARLOS. 
Don't let them hurt me:—tell me what I've done. 


MANUEL. 
Well, art decided? 
DIAN ORA. 
Yet a moment's pauſe.— 
My Father, and my God, O, thou of mercy, 
Look down, look down, upon the wretched'ſt woman, 
That ever rais'd th' imploring eyes of anguiſh, 
And guide her in her choice Choice! Loſe my boy ? 
Him, Maker, whom thou gav'ſt me with ſharp throes ? 
No; let thy pity waſh the ſtain away, 
If I devoted fall to fave my offspring.— 
I yield—Exult ; thy victory is ſignal, 
MANUEL. 
Be gone, prepare thee ;—but no deſp'rate thoughts; 
He'd ſtraight accompany—Dofſt underſtand me? 
DTIAN ORA. 
O, miſery! 
MarxuEl, afide to the BANDirT. 
Diſpatch him ſpeedily. 
[ Exeunt BANDITTI and CARLos, 
DIANoRA. 
Oh! I can bear no longer. —Sece me down, 
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See what you've brought me to.—O, Manuel 
MANUEL. 

Tis paſt; you ſhake me not; ariſe, ariſe, 
DianoRa. 


The agony's too vaſt: I riſe no more. 
[Falling to the earth—A Shout within, 


Enter PEDRO. 


PE DORO. 
All's loſt, . 
MANUEL. 
Arm, arm Where ſtorm they? 
PEDRo. 
They're within. 
MANUEL. 


Out on thee, coward !—Rally, beat em back. — 
[Exit PEDRO. 

Confuſion ! BaMed ſtill? I'll finiſh here, 

Let what will threaten. Come, no more delay; 

He dies ; bethink thee 


Enter the BAN DIT, with CARLos's claths Bloody. 
BANDIT. 
Sir, the boy is dead. 
MANUEL. 
Fool! (ſnatehes the cloaths.) 


[Exit the BAN DIT. 
DTAN ORA. 
Dead ! — 
O Ged of heav'n !—tis Carlos 
Felon, let go Tears the cleaths from MANUEL.) — 
Look, look, they ſtain my hands! 
His precious blood, {till warm with life !—My boy's ! 
| | They've 
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They've kill'd my only love Help! Treaſon ! Murder! 
[Drums, Trumpets—Alarm—Shout of, Anſaldo! 


MANUEL. 
Hark — What? —Anſaldo !—then, tis plain he lives. 
I'll make thee ſure, at leaſt; hence to thy ſon! 
[ As he runs to lab Dianora, 
Enter ANSALDO, SOLERNO, and Soldiers. 


ANSALDO. 
Hold, monſter, hold ! [Ruſving upon MANUEL. 


DriAaNoRa. 
My lord ! My huſband! ah! 
[ Faints, 
MANUEL. 
Still doſt thou ſkulk within that loathed fleſh ? 
I hop'd 't had been anatomiz'd by worms. 
Fate wars againſt me; but Gradenze's blood 
Can brave its malice, and defies thy point : 
Boldly I ftrike for victory or death. 


[They fight. 


ANSALDO. 
Hence, to thy native hell! — [MANUEL falls. 


MANUEL, 
Burſt, cleave, ye vaults—hail ruin upon all ! 
Sunder thee, earth, and yawn to ſwallow us! 
Thy boy, thy boy O, had 1 marr'd his turtle —— 
She has eſcap'd me: damn'a but for a dream 
Again — hold, hold, ye fiends I- they drag me down —— 
One moment Oh !—aflift me,. Mercy! held | 


AN s AL po. 
Joy of my life, he's dead Revive, revive. 
4 Methinks, 
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Methinks, the colour comes into her lips. 
My love, my Dianora, anſwer me. 

DianoRa. 
Say, am I mad? or is it Lord Anfaldo ? 

 ANSALDo. 

Thy own, thy own Anſaldo. 

Dianor a. 

But, my boy ! 
My life ! my little darling ! oh ! oh ! oh ! 
[Pointing to the claaths. 


ANS ALHpo. 
Eternal Power !— 


Enter GoMEz with CARLOS. 
GoMEZ. 
Here let me crown your blifs ! 
Behold, bleft pair, that which alone was wanting. 


SoLERNO. 
A miracle! 
DIAN ORA. 
A crowd of miracles ! 
My child! my huſband ! all !-where are we? 
Not on earth ? 
ANSALDO. 
In Paradiſe, my dear ones 
D1iAaNoRAa. 
How 'fcap'd my child? 
GOMEZ. 
I ſav'd him; it was I, 
DIANORA. | 
Then, be thou bleſt, till time ſhall be no more 
GO MEZ. 
leit thee, fix'd to die, or to protect 
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AMiQed innocence, and, in diſguiſe 

Of a benighted, lonely, wanderer, 

Before the alarm of danger clos'd each paſs, 

Gain'd entrance. Then I play'd the needy villain, / | 
And, ſullen, mutter'd how I long'd for miſchief: | 
This ſuited Manuel's purpoſe, and he hir'd me.— ; 
Yes, it was I, who rais'd the threat'ning blade, 

Which ſooner ſhould have cleft my neck in twain, 
Than injur'd but the velvet down of his, 

| ANSALDO, 

Whoſe, then, this blood ? 

GOM EZ. 
The ſlave's employ'd to aid me. 

As to my ſtroke he held the death-doom'd Carlos, 

I fell'd him to the earth, and with his gore 

Diſtain'd theſe veſtments, to deceive the tyrant, 

Till thou ſhouldſt come, and wreak full vengeance on him, 


DIANORA. 
My generous protector | 
ANSALDO. | 
How requite thee ?. |; | 
DiANORA. | 
O, tor a tongue to ſpeak my ecſtaſy, | | 
Lo tell the greatneſs of that God, who ſends 
Theſe bleſſings on us, who upraiſes virtue, | 
And whelms the impious low | But power is wanting 4 
To the high taſk: abſorb'd in aweſul joys, | 
Let them conclude this memorable day; | 
For ſuch has been the tumult of our minds, | 
So boilt'rous the attacks of bliſs, and woe, 
That reſt muſt pacify our daſhing ſpirits, 
And drop his ſhady curtain on the ſcene, 
L [ Exeunt omnes. 
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Spoken by Mrs. SIDDONS. 


HE Duke reflor'd, and the falſe Regent kilPd, 
Let me with care explore this well-fought field, 
If yet the doubtful vict' ry we may boaſt ; 
Speak ye, who beſt can tell Is' won—or loft ? 
On yonder hill have no freſh troops been laid? 
[To the Gallery. 
Or in this valley—no dark ambuſcads ? 
[To the Pit. 
Britons fight fair we know ;—then who's afraid? 
UnſvilPd in modern tactics, rule and line, 
The floating engine, and th' inſidious mine, 
Our bard diſdains ; with antiquated art 
He drives his battering-ram full at your heart. 
In no falſe colours trickt, we court your praiſe, 
His ruſtic muſe can't breathe in tight-lac'd ſtays; 
Caverns and caſtles ſhe delights to tread, 
Grief ſwells her boſom, fear diſtrafts her head, 
"Till viſionary champions round her riſe, 
ho force weak barriers, and flight bonds deſpiſe. 
Oh! then no more, when freedom's ſons have plann'd 
Bliysful releaſe for each far diſtant land; 
IV hile Liberty, on gelid breezes borne, 
Noto fans the fainting ſavage—once her ſcorn ; 
Let not ſour critics flill heap chains on wit, 
And poetry to prejudice ſubmit ! 
Rather, cxtending wide the new convention, 
Pd have Stage commerce catch our State's attention; 


7 


* ; Then, 


EPILOGUE. 


Then, not unmindful of Old England's charter, 
Some flerling fluff we'll find to bring as barter 

In change for Congreve's wit, let France prepare 
To yield polite Des Touches, and gay Moliere; 
And think themſelves too happy to have caught her, 


If for their Cid ue truck our Grecian Daughter, - 


While Shakeſpear's tomb & erlooks the plain below, 
Where Avon's conſecrated waters flow, 
So long, ſo clear, Britannia's fame jhall la/t 
For ſtrength of nature, and for truth of taſte; 
Warm'd, yet unſcorch*d, by Phoebus friendly ray, 
Verdant our meads, unfading is our bay t— 


Nor fhall this primroſe I preſent to-night, 


Pluck'd from fair Avon's brink, tho pale with fright, 


Be deem'd inferior to a Gallic laurel, 
J ladies, you'll aſſert your country's quarsel, 
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